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To Her 

Hand in hand wc come 
Christopher Robin and I 
To lay this book in your lap. 

Say you’re surprised? 

Say you like it? 

Say it’s just what you wanted? 
Because it’s yours — 
Because we love you. 
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ntroduction 


I F YOU HAPPEN to have read another book about 
Christopher Robin, you may remember that he once 
had a swan (or the swan had Christopher Robin, I don’t 
know which) and that he used to call this swan Pooh. 
That was a long time ago, and when we said good' 
bye, we took the name with us, as we didn’t think 
the swan would want it any more. Well, when Edward 
Bear said that he would like an exciting name all to 
himself, Christopher Robin said at once, without stop- 
ping to think, that he was Winnie -the-Pooh. And he 
was. So, as 1 have explained the Pooh part, I will now 
explain the rest of it. 

You can t be in London for long without going to 
the Zoo. There are some people who begin the Zoo 
at the beginning, called WAY1N, and walk as quickly 




as they can past every cage until they get to the one 
called WAYOUT, but the nicest people go straight 
to the animal they love the most, and stay there. So when 
Christopher Robin goes to the Zoo, he goes to where 
the Polar Bears are, and he whispers something to 
the third keeper from the left, and doors are unlocked, 
and we wander through dark passages and up steep 
stairs, until at last we come to the special cage, and the 
cage is opened, and out trots something brown and furry, 
and with a happy cry of “Oh, Bear!’’ Christopher Robin 
rushes into its arms. Now this bear’s name is Winnie, 
which shows what a good name for bears it is, but the 
funny thing is that we can’t remember whether Winnie 
is called after Pooh, or Pooh after Winnie. We did know 
once, but we have forgotten. . . . 

I had written as far as this when Piglet looked up 
and said in his squeaky voice, “What about Me?" “My 
dear Piglet,” I said, “the whole book is about you.” “So 
it is about Pooh,” he squeaked. You see what it is. He is 
jealous because he thinks Pooh is having a Grand Intro- 
duction all to himself. Pooh is the favourite, of course, 
there’s no denying it, but Piglet comes in for a good 
many things which Pooh misses; because you can’t take 
Pooh to school without everybody knowing it, but Piglet 


s 


is so small that he slips into a pocket, where it is very 
comfortable to feel him when you are not quite sure 
whether twice seven is twelve or twenty-two. Some- 
times he slips out and has a good look in the ink-pot, 
and in this way he has got more education than Pooh, 
but Pooh doesn’t mind. Some have brains, and some 
haven’t, he says, and there it is. 

And now all the others are saying, “What about 
Us?" So perhaps the best thing to do is to stop writing 
Introductions and get on with the book. 

A. A. M 
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IN WHICH 



We Are Introduced to 
Winme-the-Pooh and Some Bees, 
and the Stories Begin 

H ERE IS Edward Bear, coming downstairs now, 
bump, bump, bump, on the back of his head, be- 
hind Christopher Robin. It is, as far as he knows, the only 
way of coming downstairs, but sometimes he feels that 
there really is another way, if only he could stop bumping 
for a moment and think of it. And then he feels that per- 
haps there isn’t. Anyhow, here he is at the bottom, and 
ready to be introduced to you. Winnie-the-Pooh. 

When I first heard his name, I said, just as you are 
going to say, “But I thought he was a boy?” 

“So did I,” said Christopher Robin. 

“Then you can't call him Winnie?” 

“I don't.” 

“But you said — ” 

“He’s Winnie-ther-Pooh. Don’t you know what 'tbcr' 
means?” 
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“Ah, yes, now I do,” I said quickly; and I hope you do 
too, because it is all the explanation you are going to get. 

Sometimes Winnie-the-Pooh likes a game of some sort 
when he comes downstairs, and sometimes he likes to sit 
quietly in front of the fire and listen to a story. This eve- 
ning— 

“What about a story?” said Christopher Robin. 

“What about a story?” I said. 

“Could you very sweetly tell Winnie-the-Pooh one? 

“I suppose I could,” I said. “What sort of stories does 
he like?” 

“About himself. Because he’s that sort of Bear. 

"Oh, I see.” 

“So could you very sweetly?” 

“I’ll try,” I said. 

So I tried. 

Once upon a time, a very long time ago now, about last 
Friday, Winnie-theTooh lived in a forest all by himself 
under the name of Sanders. 

(“What does ‘under the name ’ mean?” asked Christopher 
Rohin. 

“It means he had the name over the door in gold letters, and 
lived under it .” 
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“ Winnk'thc'Poob wasn’t quite sure,” said Christopher Robin. 
“Now i dm,” said a growly voice. 

“ Then l will go on," said !.) 



One day when he was out walking, he came to an open 
place in the middle of the forest, and in the middle of this 
place was a large oak-tree, and, from the top of the tree, 
there came a loud buzzing-noise. 

Winnie-the-Pooh sat down at the foot of the tree, put 
his head between his paws and began to think. 
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First of all he said to himself: “That buzzing-noise 
means something. You don’t get a buzzing-noise like that, 
just buzzing and buzzing, without its meaning some- 
thing. If there’s a buzzing-noise, somebody’s making a 
buzzing-noise, and the only reason for making a buzzing- 
noise that i know of is because you’re a bee.” 



Then he thought another long time, and said: “And 
the only reason for being a bee that 1 know of is making 
honey.” 

And then he got up, and said: “And the only reason for 
making honey is so as 1 can eat it.” So he began to climb 
the tree. 

t 
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He 

climbed 

and 

he 

climbed 

and 

he 

climbed, 

and 


he 

climbed 

he 


sang 

a 

little 


song 

to 

himself. 

It 

went 

like 

this: 


t it funny 
How a bear likes honey? 
Buzz! Buzz! Buzz! 

1 wonder why he does? 
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Then he climbed a little further . . . and a little further 
. . . and then just a little further. By that time he had 
thought of another song. 

It s a very funny thought that, if Bears were Bees, 

They'd build their nests at the bottom of trees. 

And that being so (if the Bees were Bears], 

We shouldn’t have to climb up all these stairs. 


He was getting rather tired by this time, so that is why 
he sang a Complaining Song. He was nearly there now, 
and if he just stood on that branch . . . 

Crack! 
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“OK, help!” said Pooh, as he dropped ten feet on the 
branch below him. 

“If only I hadn’t — ” he said, as he bounced twenty feet 
on to the next branch. 

“You see, what I meant to do,” he explained, as he 
turned head-over-heels, and crashed on to another branch 
thirty feet below, “what I meant to do — ” 

“Of course, it was rather — ” he admitted, as he slith- 
ered very quickly through the next six branches. 

“It all comes, I suppose,” he decided, as he said good- 
bye to the last branch, spun round three times, and flew 
gracefully into a gorse-bush, “it all comes of liking honey 
so much. Oh, help!” 



He crawled out of the gorse-bush, brushed the prickles 
from his nose, and began to think again. And the first 
person he thought of was Christopher Robin. 
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(‘'Was that me?” said Christopher Robin in an awed voice, 
hardly daring to believe it. 

“That was you.” 

Christopher Robin said nothing, but his eyes got larger and 
larger, and his face got pinker and pinker.) 

,o 
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So Winnie-the-Pooh went round to his friend Chris- 
topher Robin, who lived behind a green door in another 
part of the forest. 

“Good morning, Christopher Robin,” he said. 

“Good morning, Winnie-tber-Pooh,” said you. 


Winn i e-thi-Tooh 


“I wonder if you’ve got such a thing as a balloon about 
you?” 

“A balloon?” 

“Yes, I just said to myself coming along: ’1 wonder if 
Christopher Robin has such a thing as a balloon about 
him?’ 1 just said it to myself, thinking of balloons, and 
wondering.” 

“What do you want a balloon for?” you said. 

Winnie-the-Pooh looked round to see that nobody was 
listening, put his paw to his mouth, and said in a deep 
whisper: “Honey!” 

“But you don’t get honey with balloons!” 

“I do,” said Pooh. 


Well, it just happened that you had been to a party the 
day before at the house of your friend Piglet, and you had 
balloons at the party. You had had a big green balloon; 
and one of Rabbit’s relations had had a big blue one, and 
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had left it behind, being really too young to go to a party 
at all; and so you had brought the green one and the blue 
one home with you. 

“Which one would you like?” you asked Pooh. 

He put his head between his paws and thought very 
carefully, 

“It’s like this,” he said. “When you go after honey with 
a balloon, the great thing is not to let the bees know 
you’re coming. Now, if you have a green balloon, they 
might think you were only part of the tree, and not notice 
you, and if you have a blue balloon, they might think you 
were only part of the sky, and not notice you, and the 
question is: Which is most likely?” 

“Wouldn't they notice you underneath the balloon?” 
you asked. 

“They might or they might not,” said Winnie-the-Pooh. 
“You never can tell with bees.” He thought for a moment 
and said: “I shall try to look like a small black cloud. That 



“Then you had better have the blue balloon,” you said; 
and so it was decided. 
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Well, you both went out with the blue balloon, and 
you took your gun with you, just in case, as you always 
did, and Winnie -the-Pooh went to a very muddy place 
that he knew of, and rolled and rolled until he was black 
all over; and then, when the balloon was blown up as big 


as big, and you and Pooh were both holding on to the 
string, you let go suddenly, and Pooh Bear floated grace- 
fully up into the sky, and stayed there — level with the top 
of the tree and about twenty feet away from it. 

“Hooray!” you shouted. 

“Isn’t that fine?” shouted Winnie-the-Pooh down to 
you. “What do I look like?” 

“You look like a Bear holding on to a balloon,” you said. 

“Not — ” said Pooh anxiously, “ — not like a small black 
cloud in a blue sky?” 

“Not very much .” 

“Ah, well, perhaps from up here it looks different. And, 
as I say, you never can tell with bees.” 

There was no wind to blow him nearer to the tree, so 
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there he stayed. He could see the honey, he could smell 
the honey, but he couldn’t quite reach the honey. 

After a little while he called down to you. 

“Christopher Robin!” he said in a loud whisper. 

“Hallo!” 

“I think the bees suspect something!” 

“What sort of thing?” 

“I don’t know. But something tells me that they’re sus- 
picious!” 

“Perhaps they think that you’re after their honey.” 

“It may be that. You never can tell with bees.” 

There was another little silence, and then he called down 
to you again. 
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“Christopher Robin!” 

“Yes?” 

“Have you an umbrella in your house?” 

“I think so.” 

“I wish you would bring it out here, and walk up and 
down with it, and look up at me every now and then, and 
say ‘Tut-tut, it looks like rain.' I think, if you did that. 
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it would help the deception which we are practising on 
these bees.” 

Well, you laughed to yourself, “Silly old Bear!” but you 
didn’t say it aloud because you were so fond of him, and 
you went home for your umbrella. 

“Oh, there you are!” called down Winnie-the-Pooh, as 
soon as you got back to the tree. “I was beginning to get 
anxious. I have discovered that the bees are now definitely 
Suspicious.” 

“Shall I put my umbrella up?” you said. 

“Yes, but wait a moment. We must be practical. The 
important bee to deceive is the Queen Bee. Can you see 
which is the Queen Bee from down there?” 

“No.” 



“A pity. Well, now, if you walk up and down with your 
umbrella, saying, ‘Tut-tut, it looks like rain,’ I shall do 
what I can by singing a little Cloud Song, such as a cloud 
might sing. . . . Go!” 
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So, while you walked up and down and wondered if it 
would rain, Winnie-the'Pooh sang this song: 


How sweet to be a Cloud 
Floating in the Bluef 
Every little cloud. 

Always sings aloud. 


• • . 
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“How sweet to be a Cloud 
Floating in the Bluef” 

It makes him very proud 
To be a little cloud. 



The bees were still buzzing as suspiciously as ever. 
Some of them, indeed, left their nest and flew all round 
the cloud as it began the second verse of this song, and 
one bee sat down on the nose of the cloud for a moment, 
and then got up again. 
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“Christopher — ow! — Robin,” called out the cloud. 
“Yes?” 

“I have just been thinking, and I have come to a very 
important decision. These are the wrong sort of bees.” 



Are they?” 

“Quite the wrong sort. So I should think they would 
make the wrong sort of honey, shouldn’t you?” 

“Would they?” 

“Yes. So I think I shall come down.” 

“How?” asked you. 

Winnie-the-Pooh hadn’t thought about this. If he let 
go of the string, he would fall — fcump — and he didn’t like 
the idea of that. So he thought for a long time, and then 
he said: 

“Christopher Robin, you must shoot the balloon with 
your gun. Have you got your gun?” 

“Of course I have,” you said. “Rut if I do that, it will 
spoil the balloon,” you said. 

“But if you don’t,” said Pooh, “I shall have to let go, and 
that would spoil me.” 
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When you put it like this, you saw how it was, and 
you aimed very carefully at the balloon, and fired. 

“Ow!" said Pooh. 

“Did I miss?” you asked. 

“You didn’t exactly miss," said Pooh, “but you missed 
the balloon." 

“I’m so sorry,” you said, and you fired again, and this 
time you hit the balloon, and the air came slowly out, and 
Winnie'the-Pooh floated down to the ground. 
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But his arms were so stiff from holding on to the 
string of the balloon all that time that they stayed up 
straight in the air for more than a week, and whenever 
a fly came and settled on his nose he had to blow it off. 
And I think — but I am not sure — that t bat is why he 
was always called Pooh. 

“Is that the end of the story?” asked Christopher 
Robin. 

“That’s the end of that one. There are others.” 

“About Pooh and Me?” 

“And Piglet and Rabbit and all of you. Don’t you 
remember? “ 

“I do remember, and then when I try to remember, I 
forget.” 

“That day when Pooh and Piglet tried to catch the 
Heffalump — ” 

“They didn’t catch it, did they?” 

“No.” 

“Pooh couldn’t, because he hasn’t any brain. Did 1 
catch it?” 

“Well, that comes into the story.” 

Christopher Robin nodded. 

“I do remember,” he said, “only Pooh doesn’t very well. 
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so that’s why he likes having it told to him again. Because 
then it’s a real story and not just a remembering.” 

“That’s just how / feel,” I said. 

Christopher Robin gave a deep sigh, picked his Bear 
up by the leg, and walked off to the door, trailing Pooh 
behind him. At the door he turned and said, “Coming to 
see me have my bath?” 

“I might,’’ I said. 



“I didn’t hurt him when I shot him, did I?” 

“Not a bit.” 

He nodded and went out, and in a moment I heard 
Winnie-the-Pooh — bump — bump — bump — going up the 
stairs behind him. 


i^hapter 

IN WHICH 


Pooh Goes Visiting 
and Gets Into 
a Tight Place 



Li DWARD BEAR, known to his friends as Winnie- 
LJ the-Pooh, or Pooh for short, was walking through 
the forest one day, humming proudly to himself. He had 
made up a little hum that very morning, as he was do- 
ing his Stoutness Exercises in front of the glass: Tra4a-la, 
traAaAa, as he stretched up as high as he could go, and 
then TraAaAa, tra-la — oh, help ! — la, as he tried to reach 
his toes. After breakfast he had said it over and over to 
himself until he had learnt it off by heart, and now he was 
humming it right through, properly. It went like this: 



Pooh Goes Visiting 



TraAa-la, iraAaAa, 
TraAaAa, trada-la, 
Rum'tumAiddk'Um*twn r 
Tiddh'iddlc, tiddk4ddk t 
Tiddk'iddh, tiddk-iddk, 
Rum'tum'tum'tiddk'um. 
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Well, he was humming this hum to himself, and 
walking along gaily, wondering what everybody else was 
doing, and what it felt like, being somebody else, when 
suddenly he came to a sandy bank, and in the bank was 
a large hole. 

“Aha!” said Pooh. (Rum'tum'tiddle-um'tum.J “If I know 
anything about anything, that hole means Rabbit,” he said, 
“and Rabbit means Company,” he said, “and Company 
means Food and Listening'tO'Me'Humming and such 
like. Rum-tum-turn'iic/dle-urn.” 

So he bent down, put his head into the hole, and 
called out: 

“Is anybody at home?” 

There was a sudden scuffling noise from inside the 
hole, and then silence. 

“What I said was, ‘Is anybody at home? ” called out 
Pooh very loudly. 

“No!” said a voice; and then added, “you needn’t shout 
so loud. I heard you quite well the first time. ’ 

“Bother!” said Pooh. “Isn’t there anybody here at all?” 

“Nobody.” 

Winnie'the-Pooh took his head out of the hole, and 
thought for a little, and he thought to himself, “There 
must be somebody there, because somebody must have 
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said ‘Nobody.’” So he put his head back in the hole, and 
said: 

“Hallo, Rabbit, isn’t that you?” 

“No,” said Rabbit, in a different sort of voice this time. 

“But isn’t that Rabbit s voice?” 

“I don’t think so," said Rabbit. “It isn’t meant to be.” 

“Oh!” said Pooh. 

He took his head out of the hole, and had another 
think, and then he put it back, and said: 

“Well, could you very kindly tell me where Rabbit is?” 

“He has gone to see his friend Pooh Bear, who is a 
great friend of his.” 

“But this is Me!” said Bear, very much surprised. 

“What sort of Me?” 

“Pooh Bear.” 

“Are you sure?” said Rabbit, still more surprised. 

“Quite, quite sure,” said Pooh. 

“Oh, well, then, come in.” 
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So Pooh pushed and pushed and pushed his way 
through the hole, and at last he got in. 

“You were quite right,” said Rabbit, looking at him all 
over. “It is you. Glad to see you.” 

“Who did you think it was?” 

“Well, 1 wasn’t sure. You know how it is in the Forest. 
One cant have anybody coming into one s house. One has 
to be careful. What about a mouthful of something?” 

Pooh always liked a little something at eleven o’clock 
in the morning, and he was very glad to see Rabbit get- 
ting out the plates and mugs; and when Rabbit said, 
“Honey or condensed milk with your bread?” he was so 
excited that he said, “Both,” and then, so as not to seem 
greedy, he added, “but don’t bother about the bread, 
please.” And for a long time after that he said nothing 
. . . until at last, humming to himself in a rather sticky 
voice, he got up, shook Rabbit lovingly by the paw, and 
said that he must be going on. 

“Must you?” said Rabbit politely. 

“Well,” said Pooh, “I could stay a little longer if it — if 
you — ” and he tried very hard to look in the direction of 
the larder. 

“As a matter of fact,” said Rabbit, “I was going out my- 
self directly.” 

“Oh, well, then, I’ll be going on. Good-bye.” 

f it. 
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“Well, good-bye, if you’re sure you won’t have any 


more. 

“Is there any more?” asked Pooh quickly. 

Rabbit took the covers off the dishes, and said no, there 
wasn’t. 

“I thought not,” said Pooh, nodding to himself. “Well, 
good-bye. I must be going on.” 

So he started to climb out of the hole. He pulled with 
his front paws, and pushed with his back paws, and in a 
little while his nose was out in the open again . . . and 
then his ears . . . and then his front paws . . . and then his 
shoulders . . . and then — 



“Oh, help!” said Pooh. “I’d better go back.” 

“Oh, bother!” said Pooh. “I shall have to go on ” 

“I cant do either!” said Pooh. “Oh, help and bother!” 
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Now by this time Rabbit wanted to go for a walk too, 
and finding the front door full, he went out by the back 
door, and came round to Pooh, and looked at him. 
“Hallo, are you stuck?’’ he asked. 



“N-no,” said Pooh carelessly. “Just resting and think- 
ing and humming to myself” 

“Here, give us a paw.” 

Pooh Bear stretched out a paw, and Rabbit pulled and 
pulled and pulled . . . 

“ Ow /” cried Pooh. “You’re hurting!” 

“The fact is,” said Rabbit, “you’re stuck.” 

“It all comes,” said Pooh crossly, “of not having front 
doors big enough.” 

“It all comes,” said Rabbit sternly, “of eating too much. 
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I thought at the time ” said Rabbit, “only I didn’t like to 
say anything,” said Rabbit, “that one of us was eating too 
much,” said Rabbit, “and I knew it wasn’t me,” he said. 
“Well, well, I shall go and fetch Christopher Robin.” 

Christopher Robin lived at the other end of the Forest, 
and when he came back with Rabbit, and saw the front 
half of Pooh, he said, “Silly old Bear,” in such a loving 
voice that everybody felt quite hopeful again. 

“I was just beginning to think,” said Bear, sniffing 
slightly, “that Rabbit might never be able to use his front 
door again. And 1 should hate that,” he said. 

“So should I,” said Rabbit. 

“Use his front door again?” said Christopher Robin. 
“Of course he’ll use his front door again ” 

“Good,” said Rabbit. 

“If we can’t pull you out, Pooh, we might push you 
back.” 

Rabbit scratched his whiskers thoughtfully, and pointed 
out that, when once Pooh was pushed back, he was back, 
and of course nobody was more glad to see Pooh than he 
was, still there it was, some lived in trees and some lived 
underground, and — 

“You mean I’d never get out?” said Pooh. 

“I mean,” said Rabbit, “that having got so far, it seems a 
pity to waste it.” 
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Christopher Robin nodded. 

“Then there’s only one thing to be done ,” he said. “We 
shall have to wait for you to get thin again.” 

“How long does getting thin take?” asked Pooh anx- 
iously. 

“About a week, I should think.” 

“But I can’t stay here for a week!” 

“You can stay here all right, silly old Bear. It’s getting 
you out which is so difficult.” 

“We’ll read to you,” said Rabbit cheerfully. “And I hope 
it won’t snow,” he added. “And I say, old fellow, you’re tak- 
ing up a good deal of room in my house — do you mind 
if I use your back legs as a towel-horse? Because, I mean, 
there they are — doing nothing — and it would be very 
convenient just to hang the towels on them.” 

“A week!” said Pooh gloomily. “Wfodt about meals?” 

“I’m afraid no meals,” said Christopher Robin, “because 
of getting thin quicker. But we will read to you.” 

Bear began to sigh, and then found he couldn’t because 
he was so tightly stuck; and a tear rolled down his eye, 
as he said: 

“Then would you read a Sustaining Book, such as 
would help and comfort a Wedged Bear in Great Tight- 
ness?” 


t 


3 ° 


Poafi Goes Visiting 




So for a week Christopher Robin read that sort of book 
at the North end of Pooh, 


and Rabbit hung his washing on the South end . . . 


and in between Bear felt himself getting slenderer and 
slenderer. And at the end of the week Christopher Robin 
said, “Now/” 
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So He took hold of Pooh’s front paws and Rab- 
bit took hold of Christopher Robin, and all Rabbits 
friends and relations took hold of Rabbit, and they 
all pulled together. . . . 

And for a long time Pooh only said “Chid” . . , 

And “Ob!” . . . 

And then, all of a sudden, he said “Pop!” just as if a 
cork were coming out of a bottle. 




Pooh Goes Vi siting 


And Christopher Robin and Rabbit and all Rabbit’s 
friends and relations went head-over-heels backwards 
, . . and on the top of them came Winnie-the-Pooh — 
free! 

So, with a nod of thanks to his friends, he went on 
with his walk through the forest, humming proudly to 
himself. But, Christopher Robin looked after him low 
ingly, and said to himself, “Silly old Bear!” 
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IN WHICH 


Pooh and Piglet Go Hunting 
and Nearly Catch 
a Woozle 



HP 

HE PIGLET lived in a very grand house in the 
JL. middle of a beech-tree, and the beech- tree was in 
the middle of the forest, and the Piglet lived in the middle 
of the house. Next to his house was a piece of broken 
board which had: “TRESPASSERS W” on it. When 
Christopher Robin asked the Piglet what it meant, he 
said it was his grandfather’s name, and had been in 
the family for a long time. Christopher Robin said you 
couldn’t be called Trespassers W, and Piglet said yes, you 
could, because his grandfather was, and it was short for 
Trespassers Will, which was short for Trespassers Wil- 
liam. And his grandfather had had two names in case 
he lost one — Trespassers after an uncle, and William 
after Trespassers. 

“I’ve got two names,” said Christopher Robin care- 
lessly. 
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“Well, there you are, that proves it,” said Piglet. 

One fine winter s day when Piglet was brushing away 
the snow in front of his house, he happened to look 
up, and there was Winnie-the-Pooh. Pooh was walk' 
ing round and round in a circle, thinking of something 
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else, and when Piglet called to him, he just went on 
walking. 

“Hallo!” said Piglet, “what are you doing?” 

“Hunting,” said Pooh. 

“Hunting what?” 

“Tracking something,” said Winnie-theTooh very mys' 
teriously. 

“Tracking what?” said Piglet, coming closer. 

“That’s just what I ask myself. I ask myself, What?” 

“What do you think you’ll answer?” 

“I shall have to wait until I catch up with it,” said 
Winnie-the-Pooh. “Now, look there.” He pointed to the 
ground in front of him. “What do you see there?” 



“Tracks,” said Piglet. “Paw-marks.” He gave a little 
squeak of excitement. “Oh, Pooh! Do you think it s a — 
a — a Woozle?” 
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“It may be,” said Pooh. “Sometimes it is, and some' 
times it isn’t. You never can tell with paw-marks.” 
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With these few words he went on tracking, and Piglet, 
after watching him for a minute or two, ran after him. 
Winnie-the-Pooh had come to a sudden stop, and was 
bending over the tracks in a puzzled sort of way. 

“What’s the matter?” asked Piglet. 

“It’s a very funny thing,” said Bear, “but there seem to 
be two animals now. This — whatever-it-was — has been 
joined by another — whatever-it-is — and the two of them 
are now proceeding in company. Would you mind com- 
ing with me. Piglet, in case they turn out to be Hostile 
Animals?” 

Piglet scratched his ear in a nice sort of way, and said 
that he had nothing to do until Friday, and would be de- 
lighted to come, in case it really was a Woozle. 

“You mean, in case it really is two Woozles,” said 
Winnie-the-Pooh, and Piglet said that anyhow he had 
nothing to do until Friday. So off they went together. 

There was a small spinney of larch trees just here, and 
it seemed as if the two Woozles, if that is what they were, 
had been going round this spinney; so round this spin- 
ney went Pooh and Piglet after them, Piglet passing the 
time by telling Pooh what his Grandfather Trespassers W 
had done to Remove Stiffness after Tracking, and how his 
Grandfather Trespassers W had suffered in his later years 
from Shortness of Breath, and other matters of interest, 
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and Pooh wondering what a Grandfather was like, and if 
perhaps this was Two Grandfathers they were after now, 
and, if so, whether he would be allowed to take one home 
and keep it, and what Christopher Robin would say. And 
still the tracks went on in front of them. . . . 

Suddenly Winnie-theTooh stopped and pointed excit' 
edly in front of him. “ Look /” 



“What?” said Piglet, with a jump. And then, to show 
that he hadn’t been frightened, he jumped up and down 
once or twice in an exercising sort of way. 

“The tracks!” said Pooh. “A third animal has joined the 
other two!” 


59 



*Z0 lNNIE-THE O O H 


“Pooh!” cried Piglet. “Do you think it is another 
Woozle?” 

“No,” said Pooh, “because it makes different marks. It 
is either Two Woozles and one, as it might be, Wizzle, or 
Two, as it might be, Wizzles and one, if so it is, Woozle. 
Let us continue to follow them.” 

So they went on, feeling just a little anxious now, in 
case the three animals in front of them were of Hostile 
Intent. And Piglet wished very much that his Grandfather 
T. W. were there, instead of elsewhere, and Pooh thought 
how nice it would be if they met Christopher Robin sud- 
denly but quite accidentally, and only because he liked 
Christopher Robin so much. And then, all of a sudden, 
Winnie-theTooh stopped again, and licked the tip of his 
nose in a cooling manner, for he was feeling more hot and 
anxious than ever in his life before. There 'were [our animals 
in front of them! 





Poo/i and Piglet Hunt 


“Do you see, Piglet? Look at their tracks! Three, as 
it were, Woozles, and one, as it was, Wizzle. Another 
Woozk has joined them!’' 

And so it seemed to be. There were the tracks; cross- 
ing over each other here, getting muddled up with each 
other there; but, quite plainly every now and then, the 
tracks of four sets of paws. 

“1 tfeinfe, ” said Piglet, when he had licked the tip of his 
nose too, and found that it brought very little comfort, “I 
think that I have just remembered something. I have just 
remembered something that I forgot to do yesterday and 
shan’t be able to do tomorrow. So 1 suppose I really ought 
to go back and do it now.” 

“We’ll do it this afternoon, and I’ll come with you,” 
said Pooh. 

“It isn’t the sort of thing you can do in the afternoon,” 
said Piglet quickly. “It’s a very particular morning thing, 
that has to be done in the morning, and, if possible, be- 
tween the hours of What would you say the time was?” 

“About twelve,” said Winnie-the-Pooh, looking at 
the sun. 

“Between, as I was saying, the hours of twelve and 
twelve five. So, really, dear old Pooh, if you’ll excuse 
me — What’s that?" 

Pooh looked up at the sky, and then, as he heard the 
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whistle again, he looked up into the branches of a big 
oak-tree, and then he saw a friend of his. 

“It’s Christopher Robin,” he said. 

“Ah, then you’ll be all right,” said Piglet. “You’ll be 
quite safe with him. Good-bye,” and he trotted off home 
as quickly as he could, very glad to be Out of All Danger 
again. 

It 
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Christopher Robin came slowly down his tree. 

“Silly old Bear,” he said, “what were you doing? First you 
went round the spinney twice by yourself, and then Piglet 
ran after you and you went round again together, and then 
you were just going round a fourth time ” 

“Wait a moment,” said Winnie-the-Pooh, holding up 
his paw. 

He sat down and thought, in the most thoughtful way 
he could think. Then he fitted his paw into one of the Tracks 
. . . and then he scratched his nose twice, and stood up. 

“Yes,” said Winnie'the-Pooh. 

“I see now,” said Winnie-theTooh. 

“I have been Foolish and Deluded,” said he, “and I am a 
Bear of No Brain at All.” 

“You’re the Best Bear in All the World,” said Chris- 
topher Robin soothingly. 

“Am I?” said Pooh hopefully. And then he brightened 
up suddenly. 

“Anyhow,” he said, “it is nearly Luncheon Time.” 

So he went home for it. 
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j^hapter 



IN WHICH 


Eeyore Loses a Tail 
and Pooh Finds One 



E OLD GREY DONKEY, Eeyore, stood by 
himself in a thistly corner of the forest, his front 
feet well apart, his head on one side, and thought about 
things. Sometimes he thought sadly to himself, “Why?” 
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and sometimes he thought, “Wherefore?” and sometimes 
he thought, “Inasmuch as which?” — and sometimes he 
didn’t quite know what he was thinking about. So when 
Winnie-the-Pooh came stumping along, Eeyore was very 
glad to be able to stop thinking for a little, in order to say 
“How do you do?” in a gloomy manner to him. 

“And how are you?” said Winnie-the-Pooh. 

Eeyore shook his head from side to side. 

“Not very how,” he said. “I don’t seem to have felt at 
all how for a long time.” 

“Dear, dear,” said Pooh, “I’m sorry about that. Let’s 
have a look at you.” 



So Eeyore stood there, gazing sadly at the ground, and 
Winnie-the-Pooh walked all round him once. 

“Why, what’s happened to your tail?” he said in 
surprise. 
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“What has happened to it?” said Eeyore. 
“It isn’t there!” 

“Are you sure?” 


“Well, either a tail is there or it isn’t there. You can’t 
make a mistake about it. And yours isn’t there!” 

“Then what is?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Let’s have a look,” said Eeyore, and he turned slowly 
round to the place where his tail had been a little while 
ago, and then, finding that he couldn’t catch it up, he 
turned round the other way, until he came back to where 
he was at first, and then he put his head down and looked 
between his front legs, and at last he said, with a long, sad 
sigh, “I believe you’re right.” 

“Of course I’m right,” said Pooh. 

“That Accounts for a Good Deal,” said Eeyore 
gloomily. “It Explains Everything. No Wonder.” 

“You must have left it somewhere,” said Winnie-the- 
Pooh. 



Eeyore Loses a Tail 


“Somebody must have taken it,” said Eeyore. “How 
Like Them,” he added, after a long silence. 

Pooh felt that he ought to say something helpful about 
it, but didn’t quite know what. So he decided to do some- 
thing helpful instead. 

“Eeyore,” he said solemnly, “I, Winnie -the-Pooh, will 
find your tail for you.” 



“Thank you. Pooh,” answered Eeyore. “You’re a real 
friend,” said he. “Not like Some,” he said. 

So Winnie-the-Pooh went off to find Eeyore’ s tail. 

It was a fine spring morning in the forest as he started 
out. Little soft clouds played happily in a blue sky, skip- 
ping from time to time in front of the sun as if they had 
come to put it out, and then sliding away suddenly so 
that the next might have his turn. Through them and 
between them the sun shone bravely; and a copse which 
had worn its firs all the year round seemed old and dowdy 
now beside the new green lace which the beeches had put 
on so prettily. Through copse and spinney marched Bear; 
down open slopes of gorse and heather, over rocky beds 
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of streams, up steep banks of sandstone into the heather 
again; and so at last, tired and hungry, to the Hundred 
Acre Wood. For it was in the Hundred Acre Wood that 
Owl lived. 

“And if anyone knows anything about anything,” said 
Bear to himself, “it’s Owl who knows something about 
something,” he said, “or my name’s not Winnie-the-Pooh,” 
he said. “Which it is,” he added. “So there you are.” 

Owl lived at The Chestnuts, an old-world residence of 
great charm, which was grander than anybody else’s, or 
seemed so to Bear, because it had both a knocker and 
a bell-pull. Underneath the knocker there was a notice 
which said: 

PLES RING IF AN RNSER IS REQIRD. 

Underneath the bell-pull there was a notice which 
said: 

PLEZ CNOKE IF AN RNSR IS NOT REQID. 

These notices had been written by Christopher Robin, 
who was the only one in the forest who could spell; for 
Owl, wise though he was in many ways, able to read and 
write and spell his own name WOL, yet somehow went 
all to pieces over delicate words like MEASLES and 
BUTTERED TOAST. 


Leyorc Loses a Tail 
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Winnie-the-Pooh read the two notices very carefully, 
first from left to right, and afterwards, in case he had 
missed some of it, from right to left. Then, to make 
quite sure, he knocked and pulled the knocker, and 
he pulled and knocked the bell-rope, and he called out 
in a very loud voice, “Owl! I require an answer! It’s 
Bear speaking." And the door opened, and Owl looked 
out. 

“Hallo, Pooh,” he said. “How’s things?” 

“Terrible and Sad,” said Pooh, “because Eeyore, who 
is a friend of mine, has lost his tail. And he s Moping 
about it. So could you very kindly tell me how to find it 
for him?” 

“Well,” said Owl, “the customary procedure in such 
cases is as follows.” 

“What does Crustimoney Proseedcake mean?” said 
Pooh. “For 1 am a Bear of Very Little Brain, and long words 
Bother me.” 

“It means the Thing to Do.” 

“As long as it means that, I don’t mind,” said Pooh 
humbly. 

“The thing to do is as follows. First, Issue a Reward. 
Then ” 

“Just a moment,” said Pooh, holding up his paw. “ What 
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do we do to this — what you were saying? You sneezed 
just as you were going to tell me.” 

“I didn’t sneeze.” 

“Yes, you did, Owl.” 

“Excuse me, Pooh, I didn’t. You can’t sneeze without 
knowing it.” 

“Well, you can’t know it without something having 
been sneezed.” 

“What I said was, 'First Issue a Reward.’” 

“You’re doing it again,” said Pooh sadly. 

“A Reward!” said Owl very loudly. “We write a notice 
to say that we will give a large something to anybody who 
finds Eeyore’s tail.” 

“I see, I see,” said Pooh, nodding his head. “Talking 
about large somethings,” he went on dreamily, “I generally 
have a small something about now — about this time in 
the morning,” and he looked wistfully at the cupboard in 
the corner of Owl’s parlour; “just a mouthful of condensed 
milk or what not, with perhaps a lick of honey — ” 

"Well, then,” said Owl, “we write out this notice, and 
we put it up all over the forest.” 

“A lick of honey,” murmured Bear to himself, “or — or 
not, as the case may be. And he gave a deep sigh, and 
tried very hard to listen to what Owl was saying. 
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But Owl went on and on, using longer and longer 
words, until at last he came back to where he started, and 
he explained that the person to write out this notice was 
Christopher Robin. 

“It was he who wrote the ones on my front door for 
me. Did you see them, Pooh?' 

For some time now Pooh had been saying “Yes’ and 
“No” in turn, with his eyes shut, to all that Owl was say- 
ing, and having said, “Yes, yes,” last time, he said “No, 
not at all,” now, without really knowing what Owl was 
talking about. 


“Didn’t you see them?” said Owl, a little surprised. 
“Come and look at them now.” 

So they went outside. And Pooh looked at the knocker 
and the notice below it, and he looked at the bell-rope 
and the notice below it, and the more he looked at the 
bell-rope, the more he felt that be had seen something 
like it, somewhere else, sometime before. 

“Handsome bell-rope, isn’t it?” said Owl. 
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Pooh nodded. 

“It reminds me of something,” he said, “but I can’t 
think what. Where did you get it?” 

“I just came across it in the Forest. It was hanging over 
a bush, and I thought at first somebody lived there, so I 
rang it, and nothing happened, and then I rang it again 
very loudly, and it came off in my hand, and as nobody 
seemed to want it, I took it home, and — ” 
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“Owl,” said Pooh solemnly, “you made a mistake. 
Somebody did want it.” 

“Who?” 

“Eeyore. My dear friend Eeyore. He was — he was 
fond of it.” 

“Fond of it?” 

“Attached to it,” said Winnie-the-Pooh sadly. 

So with these words he unhooked it, and carried it back 
to Eeyore; and when Christopher Robin had nailed it on 
in its right place again, Eeyore frisked about the forest. 



waving his tail so happily that Winnie-the-Pooh came 
over all funny, and had to hurry home for a little snack of 
something to sustain him. And, wiping his mouth half an 
hour afterwards, he sang to himself proudly: 


54 


Etyon Loses a Tail 



Who found the Tail? 

“I,” said Pooh, 

“At a quarter to two 

(Only k was quarter to eleven really), 
/ found the Tail!” 
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IN WHICH 


Piglet Meets a Heffalump 


NE DAY, when Christopher Robin and Winnie- 
the-Pooh and Piglet were all talking together, 
Christopher Robin finished the mouthful he was 
eating and said carelessly: “I saw a Heffalump to-day, 
Piglet.” 

“What was it doing?” asked Piglet. 

“Just lumping along,” said Christopher Robin. I dont 
think it saw me.” 

“I saw one once,” said Piglet. “At least, I think I did,’ 
he said. “Only perhaps it wasn’t.” 

“So did I,” said Pooh, wondering what a Heffalump 
was like. 

“You don’t often see them,” said Christopher Robin 
carelessly. 

“Not now,” said Piglet. 

“Not at this time of year,” said Pooh. 



Pooh Meets a Hejfalump 



Then they all talked about something else, until it was 
time for Pooh and Piglet to go home together. At first 
as they stumped along the path which edged the Hun- 
dred Acre Wood, they didn’t say much to each other; 
but when they came to the stream and had helped each 
other across the stepping stones, and were able to walk 
side by side again over the heather, they began to talk in 
a friendly way about this and that, and Piglet said, “If you 
see what I mean, Pooh,” and Pooh said, “It’s just what I 
think myself, Piglet,” and Piglet said, “But, on the other 
hand. Pooh, we must remember,” and Pooh said, “Quite 
true. Piglet, although I had forgotten it for the moment.” 
And then, just as they came to the Six Pine Trees, Pooh 
looked round to see that nobody else was listening, and 
said in a very solemn voice: 
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“Piglet, I have decided something.” 

“What have you decided, Pooh?” 

“I have decided to catch a Heffalump.” 

Pooh nodded his head several times as he said this, and 
waited for Piglet to say “How?” or “Pooh, you couldn’t!” 
or something helpful of that sort, but Piglet said noth- 
mg. The fact was Piglet was wishing that be had thought 
about it first. 

“I shall do it,” said Pooh, after waiting a little longer, 
“by means of a trap. And it must be a Cunning Trap, so 
you will have to help me, Piglet.” 

“Pooh,” said Piglet, feeling quite happy again now, “I 
will.” And then he said, “How shall we do it?” and Pooh 
said, “That’s just it. How?” And then they sat down to- 
gether to think it out. 

Pooh’s first idea was that they should dig a Very Deep 
Pit, and then the Heffalump would come along and fall 
into the Pit, and — 

“Why?” said Piglet. 

“Why what?” said Pooh. 

“Why would he fall in?” 

Pooh rubbed his nose with his paw, and said that the 
Heffalump might be walking along, humming a little song, 
and looking up at the sky, wondering if it would rain, and 
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so he wouldn’t see the Very Deep Pit until he was half- 
way down, when it would be too late. 

Piglet said that this was a very good Trap, but sup- 
posing it were raining already? 

Pooh rubbed his nose again, and said that he hadn’t 
thought of that. And then he brightened up, and said 
that, if it were raining already, the Heffalump would be 
looking at the sky wondering if it would dear up, and so 
he wouldn’t see the Very Deep Pit until he was half-way 
down. . . . When it would be too late. 

Piglet said that, now that this point had been explained, 
he thought it was a Cunning Trap. 

Pooh was very proud when he heard this, and he felt 
that the Heffalump was as good as caught already, but 
there was just one other thing which had to be thought 
about, and it was this. Where should they dig the Very 
Deep Pit? 

Piglet said that the best place would be somewhere 
where a Heffalump was, just before he fell into it, only 
about a foot farther on. 

“But then he would see us digging it,” said Pooh. 

“Not if he was looking at the sky. ” 

“He would Suspect,” said Pooh, “if he happened to 
look down.” He thought for a long time and then added 
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sadly, “It isn’t as easy as I thought. I suppose that’s why 
Heffalumps hardly ever get caught.” 

“That must be it,” said Piglet. 

They sighed and got up; and when they had taken a 
few gorse prickles out of themselves they sat down again; 
and all the time Pooh was saying to himself, “If only I 
could tbinfe of something!” For he felt sure that a Very 
Clever Brain could catch a Heffalump if only he knew the 
right way to go about it. 

“Suppose,” he said to Piglet, “you wanted to catch me,” 
how would you do it?” 

“Well,” said Piglet, “I should do it like this. I should make 
a Trap, and 1 should put ajar of Honey in the Trap, and 
you would smell it, and you would go in after it, and — ” 

“And I would go in after it,” said Pooh excitedly, “only 
very carefully so as not to hurt myself, and I would get 
to the Jar of Honey, and I should lick round the edges 
first of all, pretending that there wasn’t any more, you 
know, and then I should walk away and think about it a 
little, and then I should come back and start licking in the 
middle of the jar, and then — ” 

“Yes, well never mind about that. There you would be, 
and there 1 should catch you. Now the first thing to think 
of is. What do Heffalumps like? I should think acorns, 
shouldn’t you? We ll get a lot of — I say, wake up. Pooh! 
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Pooh, who had gone into a happy dream, woke up with 
a start, and said that Honey was a much more trappy 
thing than Haycorns. Piglet didn’t think so; and they 
were just going to argue about it, when Piglet remembered 
that, if they put acorns in the Trap, he would have to 
find the acorns, but if they put honey, then Pooh would 
have to give up some of his own honey, so he said, “All 
right, honey then," just as Pooh remembered it too, and 
was going to say, “All right, haycorns." 

“Honey,” said Piglet to himself in a thoughtful way, as 
if it were now settled. ‘771 dig the pit, while you go and 
get the honey." 

“Very well,” said Pooh, and he stumped off. 



As soon as he got home, he went to the larder; and he 
stood on a chair, and took down a very large jar of honey 
from the top shelf. It had HUNNY written on it, but, 
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just to make sure, he took off the paper cover and looked 
at it, and it looked just like honey. “But you never can tell,” 
said Pooh. “I remember my uncle saying once that he had 
seen cheese just this colour.” So he put his tongue in, and 
took a large lick. “Yes,” he said, “it is. No doubt about that. 
And honey, 1 should say, right down to the bottom of the 
jar. Unless, of course,” he said, “somebody put cheese in 
at the bottom just for a joke. Perhaps I had better go a little 
further . . . just in case ... in case Heffalumps don’t like 
cheese . . . same as me. Ah!” And he gave a deep sigh. “I 
was right. It is honey, right 
the way down.” 

i 

Having made certain of this, he took the jar back to 
Piglet, and Piglet looked up from the bottom of his Very 
Deep Pit, and said “Got it?” and Pooh said, “Yes, but it 
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isn’t quite a full jar,” and he threw it down to Piglet, and 
Piglet said, “No, it isn’t! Is that all you’ve got left?” and 
Pooh said “Yes.” Because it was. So Piglet put the jar at 
the bottom of the Pit, and climbed out, and they went off 
home together. 

“Well, good night. Pooh,” said Piglet, when they had 
got to Pooh’s house. “And we meet at six o’clock tomor- 
row morning by the Pine Trees, and see how many Hef- 
falumps we’ve got in our Trap.” 

“Six o’clock, Piglet. And have you got any string?” 

“No. Why do you want string?” 

“To lead them home with.” 

“Oh! ... I think Heffalumps come if you whistle.” 

“Some do and some don’t. You never can tell with Hef- 
falumps. Well, good night!” 

“Good night!” 

And off Piglet trotted to his house, TRESPASSERS 
W, while Pooh made his preparations for bed. 

Some hours later, just as the night was beginning to 
steal away. Pooh woke up suddenly with a sinking feel- 
ing. He had had that sinking feeling before, and he knew 
what it meant. He was hungry. So he went to the larder, 
and he stood on a chair and reached up to the top shelf, 
and found — nothing. 

“That’s funny,” he thought. “I know I had a jar of 
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honey there. A full jar, full of honey right up to the top, 
and it had HUNNY written on it, so that I should know 
it was honey. That’s very funny.” And then he began to 
wander up and down, wondering where it was and mur^ 
muring a murmur to himself. Like this: 

Its very, very funny 

'Cos I fcnou 1 I had some honey; 

Cos it had a label on. 

Saying HUNNY. 

A goloptious full "tip pot too. 

And I don t know where it’s got to. 

No, I don't know where it’s gone— 

Well, it’s funny 

He had murmured this to himself three times in a 
singing sort of way, when suddenly he remembered. He 
had put it into the Cunning Trap to catch the Heffalump. 

“Bother!” said Pooh. “It all comes of trying to be kind 
to Heffalumps.” And he got back into bed. 

But he couldn’t sleep. The more he tried to sleep, the 
more he couldn’t. He tried Counting Sheep, which is 
sometimes a good way of getting to sleep, and, as that 
was no good, he tried counting Heffalumps. And that 
was worse. Because every Heffalump that he counted was 
making straight for a pot of Pooh’s honey, and eating it all. 
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For some minutes he lay there miserably, but when the 
five hundred and eighty-seventh Heffalump was licking its 
jaws, and saying to itself, “Very good honey this, I don’t 
know when I’ve tasted better,” Pooh could bear it no 
longer. He jumped out of bed, he ran out of the house, 
and he ran straight to the Six Pine Trees. 

The Sun was still in bed, but there was a lightness in 
the sky over the Hundred Acre Wood which seemed to 
show that it was waking up and would soon be kicking off 
the clothes. In the half-light the Pine Trees looked cold 
and lonely, and the Very Deep Pit seemed deeper than it 
was, and Pooh s jar of honey at the bottom was something 
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mysterious, a shape and no more. But as he got nearer 
to it his nose told him that it was indeed honey, and his 
tongue came out and began to polish up his mouth, ready 
for it. 

“Bother!” said Pooh, as he got his nose inside the jar. 
“A Heffalump has been eating it!” And then he thought a 
little and said, “Oh, no, 1 did. I forgot.’ 

Indeed, he had eaten most of it. But there was a little 
left at the very bottom of the jar, and he pushed his head 
right in, and began to lick. . . . 
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By and by Piglet woke up. As soon as he woke he said 
to himself, “Oh!” Then he said bravely, “Yes,” and then, 
still more bravely, “Quite so.” But he didn’t feel very 
brave, for the word which was really jiggeting about in 
his brain was “Heffalumps.” 

What was a Heffalump like? 

Was it Fierce? 

Did it come when you whistled? And how did it come? 

Was it Fond of Pigs at all? 

If it was Fond of Pigs, did it make any difference what 
sort of Pig? 

Supposing it was Fierce with Pigs, would it make any 
difference if the Pig had a grandfather called TRESPASSERS 
WILLIAM? 
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He didn’t know the answer to any of these questions 

and he was going to see his first Heffalump in about 
an hour from now! 

Of course Pooh would be with him, and it was much 
more Friendly with two. But suppose HefFalumps were 
Very Fierce with Pigs and Bears? Wouldn’t it be better to 
pretend that he had a headache, and couldn’t go up to the 
Six Pine Trees this morning? But then suppose that it was 
a very fine day, and there was no Heffalump in the trap, 
here he would be, in bed all the morning, simply wasting 
his time for nothing. What should he do? 

And then he had a Clever Idea. He would go up very 
quietly to the Six Pine Trees now, peep very cautiously 
into the Trap, and see if there was a Heffalump there. And 
if there was, he would go back to bed, and if there wasn t, 
he wouldn’t. 

So off he went. At first he thought that there wouldn’t 
be a Heffalump in the Trap, and then he thought that 
there would, and as he got nearer he was sure that there 
would, because he could hear it heffalumping about it like 
anything. 

“Oh, dear, oh, dear, oh, dear!” said Piglet to himself. And 
he wanted to run away. But somehow, having got so near, 
he felt that he must just see what a Heffalump was like. 
So he crept to the side of the Trap and looked in. . . . 
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And all the time Winnie-the-Pooh had been trying to 
get the honey-jar off his head. The more he shook it, the 
more tightly it stuck. “Bother!" he said, inside the jar, and 
“Ob, help!” and, mostly “Ow!” And he tried bumping it 
against things, but as he couldn’t see what he was bump- 
ing it against, it didn’t help him; and he tried to climb out 
of the Trap, but as he could see nothing but jar, and not 
much of that, he couldn’t find his way. So at last he lifted 
up his head, jar and all, and made a loud, roaring noise of 
Sadness and Despair . . . and it was at that moment that 
Piglet looked down. 

“Help, help!” cried Piglet, “a Heffalump, a Horrible 
Heffalump!” and he scampered off as hard as he could, 
still crying out, “Help, help, a Herrible Hoffalump! Hoff, 
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Hoff, a Hellible Horralump! Holl, Holl, a Hoffable Heb 
lerump!” And he didn’t stop crying and scampering until 
he got to Christopher Robin’s house. 

“Whatever’s the matter, Piglet?” 
said Christopher Robin, 
who was just getting up. 


1 





“Heff,” said Piglet, breathing so hard that he could 
hardly speak, “a Hell — a Heff — a Heffalump.” 

“Where?” 

“Up there,” said Piglet, waving his paw. 

“What did it look like?” 

“Like — like — It had the biggest head you ever saw, 
Christopher Robin. A great enormous thing, like — like 
nothing. A huge big — well, like a — I don’t know — like 
an enormous big nothing. Like ajar.” 

“Well,” said Christopher Robin, putting on his shoes, 
“I shall go and look at it. Come on.” 

Piglet wasn’t afraid if he had Christopher Robin with 
him, so off they went. . . . 
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“I can hear it, can’t you?” said Piglet anxiously, as they 
got near. 

“I can hear something," said Christopher Robin. 


It was Pooh bumping his head against a tree-root he 
had found. 

“There!” said Piglet. “Isn’t it awful?" And he held on 
tight to Christopher Robin’s hand. 

Suddenly Christopher Robin began to laugh . . . and 
he laughed . . . and he laughed . . . and he laughed. And 
while he was still laughing — Crash went the Heffalump’s 
head against the tree-root, Smash went the jar, and out 
came Pooh’s head again. . . . 

Then Piglet saw what a Foolish Piglet he had been, 
and he was so ashamed of himself that he ran straight off 
home and went to bed with a headache. But Christopher 
Robin and Pooh went home to breakfast together. 

“Oh, Bear!” said Christopher Robin. “How I do love 
you!” 

“So do I,” said Pooh. 





IN WHICH 


Eeyore Has a Birthday 


and Gets Two Presents 


^ EYORE, the old grey Donkey, stood by the side 
^ ^ of the stream, and looked at himself in the water. 

“Pathetic,” he said. “That’s what it is. Pathetic.” 

He turned and walked slowly down the stream for 
twenty yards, splashed across it, and walked slowly back 
on the other side. Then he looked at himself in the 
water again. 

“As I thought,” he said. “No better from this side. But 
nobody minds. Nobody cares. Pathetic, that’s what it is.” 

There was a crackling noise in the bracken behind him, 
and out came Pooh. 

“Good morning, Eeyore,” said Pooh. 

“Good morning, Pooh Bear,” said Eeyore gloomily. “If 
it is a good morning,” he said. “Which I doubt,” said he. 

“Why, what’s the matter?” 
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“Nothing, Pooh Bear, nothing. Wc can’t all, and some 
of us don’t. That’s all there is to it.” 

“Can’t all what?" said Pooh, rubbing his nose. 

“Gaiety. Song-and-dance. Here we go round the mul- 
berry bush.” 

“Oh!” said Pooh. He thought for a long time, and then 
asked, “What mulberry bush is that?” 

“Bon-hommy," went on Eeyore gloomily. “French word 
meaning bonhommy,” he explained. “I’m not complain- 
ins;, but There It Is.” 



Pooh sat down on a large stone, and tried to think this 
out. It sounded to him like a riddle, and he was never 
much good at riddles, being a Bear of Very Little Brain. 
So he sang Cottles ton Pie instead: 


Cottleston, Cotrieston, Cottleston Pie, 
A fly can't bird, but a bird can fly* 

Ask me a riddle and 1 reply: 

“Cottleston, Cottkston, Cottleston Pie." 
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That was the first verse. When he had finished it, Eey- 
ore didn’t actually say that he didn't like it, so Pooh very 
kindly sang the second verse to him: 


Cottleston, Cottleston, Cottleston Pie, 
A fish can’t whistle and neither can 1. 
Ask me a riddle and I reply: 

“Cottleston, Cottleston, Cottleston Pie.” 


Eeyore still said nothing at all, so Pooh hummed the 
third verse quietly to himself: 

Cottleston, Cottleston, Cottleston Pie, 

Why does a chicken, I don’t know why. 

Ask me a riddle and I reply: 

“Cottleston, Cottleston, Cottleston Pic.” 

“That’s right,” said Eeyore. “Sing. Urnty- tiddly, unity- 
too. Here we go gathering Nuts and May. Enjoy your- 
self.” 

“I am,” said Pooh. 

“Some can,” said Eeyore. 
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“Why, what’s the matter?” 

“Is anything the matter?” 

“You seem so sad, Eeyore.” 

“Sad? Why should 1 be sad? It’s my birthday. The hap- 
piest day of the year.” 

“Your birthday?” said Pooh in great surprise. 

“Of course it is. Can’t you see? Look at all the presents 
I have had.” He waved a foot from side to side. “Look at 
the birthday cake. Candles and pink sugar.” 

Pooh looked — first to the right and then to the left. 
“Presents?” said Pooh. “Birthday cake?” said Pooh. 
“What?” 

“Can’t you see them?” 

“No,” said Pooh. 

“Neither can I,” said Eeyore. “Joke,” he explained. “Ha 
ha!” 

Pooh scratched his head, being a little puzzled by all 
this. 

“But is it really your birthday?” he asked - . 

It IS. 

“Oh! Well, Many happy returns of the day, Eeyore.” 
“And many happy returns to you, Pooh Bear.” 

“But it isn’t my birthday.” 

“No, it’s mine.” 

“But you said ‘Many happy returns’ — ” 
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“Well, why not? You don’t always want to be miserable 
on my birthday, do you?” 

“Oh, I see,” said Pooh. 

“It’s bad enough,” said Eeyore, almost breaking down, 
“being miserable myself, what with no presents and no 
cake and no candles, and no proper notice taken of me at 
all, but if everybody else is going to be miserable too — ” 

This was too much for Pooh. “Stay there!” he called to 
Eeyore, as he turned and hurried back home as quick as 
he could; for he felt that he must get poor Eeyore a pres- 
ent of some sort at once, and he could always think of a 



Outside his house he found Piglet, jumping up and 
down trying to reach the knocker. 

“Hallo, Piglet,” he said. 

“Hallo, Pooh,” said Piglet. 
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“What are you trying to do?” 

“I was trying to reach the knocker,” said Piglet. “I just 
came round — ” 

“Let me do it for you,” said Pooh kindly. So he reached 
up and knocked at the door. “I have just seen Eeyore,” 
he began, “and poor Eeyore is in a Very Sad Condition, 
because it’s his birthday, and nobody has taken any notice 
of it, and he’s very Gloomy — you know what Eeyore is — 
and there he was, and — What a long time whoever lives 
here is answering this door.” And he knocked again. 

“But Pooh,” said Piglet, “it’s your own house!” 

“Oh!” said Pooh. “So it is,” he said. “Well, let’s go in.” 



So in they went. The first thing Pooh did was to go to 
the cupboard to see if he had quite a small jar of honey 
left; and he had, so he took it down. 

“I’m giving this to Eeyore,” he explained, “as a present. 
What are you going to give?” 

“Couldn’t 1 give it too?” said Piglet. “From both of us?” 
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“No,” said Pooh. “That would not be a good plan.” 

“All right, then, I’ll give him a balloon. I’ve got one left 
from my party. I’ll go and get it now, shall I?” 

“That, Piglet, is a very good idea. It is just what Eeyore 
wants to cheer him up. Nobody can be uncheered with 
a balloon.” 

So off Piglet trotted; and in the other direction went 
Pooh, with his jar of honey. 

It was a warm day, and he had a long way to go. He 
hadn’t gone more than half-way when a son of funny feel- 
ing began to creep all over him. It began at the rip of his 
nose and trickled all through him and out at the soles 



of his feet. It was just as if somebody inside him were 
saying, “Now then, Pooh, time for a little something.” 

“Dear, dear” said Pooh, “I didn’t know it was as late as 
that.” So he sat down and took the top off his jar of honey. 
“Lucky I brought this with me,” he thought. “Many a 
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bear going out on a warm day like this would never have 
thought of bringing a little something with him.” And he 
began to eat. 



“Now let me see,” he thought, as he took his last lick 
of the inside of the jar, ‘’where was I going? Ah, yes, Eey' 
ore.” He got up slowly. 

And then, suddenly, he remembered. He had eaten 
Eeyore’s present! 



“Bother/” said Pooh. “What shall I do? I must give him 
something.” 

For a little while he couldn’t think of anything. Then 
he thought: “Well, it’s a very nice pot, even if there’s no 
honey in it, and if I washed it clean, and got somebody to 
write A Happy Birthday’ on it, Eeyore could keep things 
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in it, which might be Useful.” So, as he was just passing 
the Hundred Acre Wood, he went inside to call on Owl, 
who lived there. 


“Good morning, Owl,” he said. 


“Good morning, Pooh,” said Owl. 

“Many happy returns of Eeyore’s birthday,” said Pooh. 

“Oh, is that what it is?” 

“What are you giving him, Owl?” 

“What are you giving him. Pooh?” 

“I’m giving him a Useful Pot to Keep Things In, and I 
wanted to ask you — ” 

“Is this it?” said Owl, taking it out of Pooh’s paw. 

“Yes, and I wanted to ask you — ” 

“Somebody has been keeping honey in it,” said Owl. 

“You can keep anything in it,” said Pooh earnestly. “It’s 
Very Useful like that. And I wanted to ask you — ” 

“You ought to write ‘A Happy Birthday’ on it.” 

’’That was what I wanted to ask you,” said Pooh. “Be' 
cause my spelling is Wobbly. It’s good spelling but it 
Wobbles, and the letters get in the wrong places. Would 
you write A Happy Birthday’ on it for me?” 

“It’s a nice pot,” said Owl, looking at it all round. 

“Couldn’t I give it too? From both of us?” 

“No,” said Pooh. “That would not be a good plan. 
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Now I’ll just wash it first, and then you can write on it.” 

Well, he washed the pot out, and dried it, while Owl 
licked the end of his pencil, and wondered how to spell 
“birthday.” 



“Can you read. Pooh?” he asked, a little anxiously. 
“There’s a notice about knocking and ringing outside 
my door, which Christopher Robin wrote. Could you 
read it?” 

“Christopher Robin told me what it said, and then I 
could.” 

“Well, I’ll tell you what t bis says, and then you’ll be 
able to.” 

So Owl wrote . . . and this is what he wrote: 

H1PY PAPY BTHUTHDTH THUTHDA 
BTHUTHDY. 
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Pooh looked on admiringly. 

“I’m just saying ‘A Happy Birthday,’” said Owl care' 
lessly. 

“It’s a nice long one,” said Pooh, very much impressed 
by it. 

“Well, actually, of course. I’m saying A Very Happy 
Birthday with love from Pooh.’ Naturally it takes a good 
deal of pencil to say a long thing like that.” 

“Oh, I see,” said Pooh. 

While all this was happening, Piglet had gone back to 
his own house to get Heyore’s balloon. He held it very 
tightly against himself, so that it shouldn’t blow away, 
and he ran as fast as he could so as to get to Eeyore be- 
fore Pooh did; for he thought that he would like to be 
the first one to give a present, just as if he had thought 
of it without being told by anybody. And running along, 
and thinking how pleased Eeyore would be, he didn’t look 
where he was going . . . and suddenly he put his foot in a 
rabbit hole, and fell down flat on his face. 

BANG! !!???***!!! 
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Piglet lay there, wondering what had happened. At first 
he thought that the whole world had blown up; and then he 
thought that perhaps only the Forest part of it had; and then 
he thought that perhaps only he had, and he was now alone 
in the moon or somewhere, and would never see Christo- 
pher Robin or Pooh or Eeyore again. And then he thought, 
“Well, even if I’m in the moon, 1 needn’t be face downwards 
all the time,” so he got cautiously up and looked about him. 

He was still in the Forest! 

“Well, that’s funny,” he thought. “I wonder what that 
bang was. I couldn’t have made such a noise just falling 
down. And where’s my balloon? And what’s that small 
piece of damp rag doing?’ 

It was the balloon! 

“Oh, dear!” said Piglet. “Oh, dear, oh, dearie, dearie, 
dear! Well, it’s too late now. I can’t go back, and I 
haven’t another balloon, and perhaps Eeyore doesn’t like 
balloons so very much.” 

So he trotted on, rather sadly now, and down he came 
to the side of the stream where Eeyore was, and called 
out to him. 

“Good morning, Eeyore,” shouted Piglet. 

“Good morning. Little Piglet,” said Eeyore. “If it is a 
good morning,” he said. “Which I doubt,” said he. “Not 
that it matters,” he said. 
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“Many happy returns of the day,” said Piglet, having 
now got closer. 

Eeyore stopped looking at himself in the stream, and 
turned to stare at Piglet. 

“Just say that again,” he said. 

“Many hap — ” 

“Wait a moment.” 

Balancing on three legs, he began to bring his fourth 
leg very cautiously up to his ear. “I did this yesterday,” 
he explained, as he fell down for the third time. “It’s quite 
easy. It’s so as I can hear better. . . . There, that’s done 
it! Now then, what were you saying?” He pushed his ear 
forward with his hoof. 



“Many happy returns of the day,” said Piglet again. 
“Meaning me?” 

“Of course, Eeyore.” 

“My birthday?” 

“Yes.” 

“Me having a real birthday?” 

“Yes, Eeyore, and I’ve brought you a present.” 
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Eeyore took down his right hoof from his right ear, turned 
round, and with great difficulty put up his left hoof. 

“I must have that in the other ear,” he said. “Now then.” 

“A present,” said Piglet very loudly. 

“Meaning me again?” 

“Yes.” 

“My birthday still?” 

“Of course, Eeyore.” 

“Me going on having a real birthday?” 

“Yes, Eeyore, and I brought you a balloon.” 

“Balloon?” said Eeyore. “You did say balloon? One of 
those big coloured things you blow up? Gaiety, song- and- 
dance, here we are and there we are?” 

“Yes, but I’m afraid — I’m very sorry, Eeyore — but when 
I was running along to bring it to you, I fell down.” 

“Dear, dear, how unlucky! You ran too fast, I expect. 
You didn’t hurt yourself. Little Piglet?” 

“No, but I — I — oh, Eeyore, I burst the balloon!” 

There was a very long silence. 

“My balloon?” said Eeyore at last. 

Piglet nodded. 

“My birthday balloon?” 

“Yes, Eeyore,” said Piglet sniffing a little. “Here it is. 
With — with many happy returns of the day.” And he 
gave Eeyore the small piece of damp rag. 
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"Is this it?” said Eeyore, a little surprised. 
Piglet nodded. 

“My present?” 

Piglet nodded again. 

“The balloon?” 

“Yes.” 



“Thank you, Piglet,” said Eeyore. “You don’t mind my 
asking,” he went on, “but what colour was this balloon 
when it — when it was a balloon?” 

“Red.” 

“I just wondered. . . . Red,” he murmured to himself. 
“My favourite colour. . . . How big was it?” 

“About as big as me.” 

“I just wondered About as big as Piglet,” he said to 

himself sadly. “My favourite size. Well, well.” 

Piglet felt very miserable, and didn’t know what to say. 
He was still opening his mouth to begin something, and 
then deciding that it wasn’t any good saying that, when 
he heard a shout from the other side of the river, and 
there was Pooh. 

“Many happy returns of the day,” called out Pooh, for' 
getting that he had said it already. 

“Thank you, Pooh, I’m having them,” said Eeyore 
gloomily. 
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“IVe brought you a little present,” said Pooh excitedly. 

“I’ve had it,” said Eeyore. 

Pooh had now splashed across the stream to Eeyore, 
and Piglet was sitting a little way off, his head in his paws, 
snuffling to himself. 

“It’s a Useful Pot,” said Pooh. “Here it is. And it’s got 
‘A Very Happy Birthday with love from Pooh’ written on 
it. That’s what all that writing is. And it’s for putting 
things in. There!” 

When Eeyore saw the pot, he became quite excited. 

“Why!” he said. “I believe my Balloon will just go into 
that Pot!" 

“Oh, no, Eeyore,” said Pooh. “Balloons are much too 
big to go into Pots. What you do with a balloon is, you 
hold the balloon — ” 

“Not mine,” said Eeyore proudly. “Look, Piglet!” And 
as Piglet looked sorrowfully round, Eeyore picked the baL 
loon up with his teeth, and placed it carefully in the pot; 
picked it out and put it on the ground; and then picked it 
up again and put it carefully back. 

“So it does!” said Pooh. “It goes in!” 

“So it does!” said Piglet. “And it comes out!” 

“Doesn’t it?” said Eeyore. “It goes in and out like any- 
thing.” 
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“I’m very glad,” said Pooh happily, “that I thought of 
giving you a Useful Pot to put things in.” 

“I’m very glad,” said Piglet happily, “that I thought of 
giving you Something to put in a Useful Pot.” 

But Eeyore wasn’t listening. He was taking the balloon 
out, and putting it back again, as happy as could be. . . . 

“And didn’t I give him anything?” asked Christopher 
Robin sadly. 

“Of course you did,” I said. “You gave him — don’t you 
remember — a little — a little — ” 

“I gave him a box of paints to paint things with.” 

“That was it.” 

“Why didn’t I give it to him in the morning?” 

“You were so busy getting his party ready for him. He 
had a cake with icing on the top, and three candles, and 
his name in pink sugar, and — ” 

“Yes, l remember,” said Christopher Robin. 
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IN WHICH 

Kanga and Baby Roo 
Come to the Forest, 
and Piglet Has a Bath 


■N 


OBODY seemed to know where they came from, 
but there they were in the Forest: Kanga and Baby 
Roo. When Pooh asked Christopher Robin, “How did they 
come here?” Christopher Robin said, “In the Usual Way, if 
you know what I mean, Pooh,” and Pooh, who didn’t, said 
“Oh!” Then he nodded his head twice and said, “In the 
Usual Way. Ah!” Then he went to call upon his friend Pig' 
let to see what he thought about it. And at Piglet’s house 
he found Rabbit. So they all talked about it together. 

“What I don’t like about it is this,” said Rabbit. “Here 
are we — you. Pooh, and you. Piglet, and Me — and sud' 
denly — ” 

“And Eeyore,” said Pooh. 

“And Eeyore — and then suddenly — ” 

“And Owl,” said Pooh. 

“And Owl — and then all of a sudden — ” 


fQanga and Bafcy Roo 
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“Oh, and Eeyore,” said Pooh. “I was forgetting bim.” 

“Here — we — are,” said Rabbit very slowly and care- 
fully, “all — of — us, and then, suddenly, we wake up one 
morning and, what do we find? We find a Strange Animal 
among us. An animal of whom we have never even heard 
before! An animal who carries her family about with her 
in her pocket! Suppose I carried my family about with me 
in my pocket, how many pockets should I want?” 

“Sixteen,” said Piglet. 

“Seventeen, isn’t it?” said Rabbit. “And one more for a 
handkerchief — that’s eighteen. Eighteen pockets in one 
suit! I haven’t time.” 

There was a long and thoughtful silence . . . and then 
Pooh, who had been frowning very hard for some min' 
utes, said: “I make it fifteen.” 

“What?” said Rabbit. 

“Fifteen.” 

“Fifteen what?” 

“Your family.” 

“What about them?” 

Pooh rubbed his nose and said that he thought Rabbit 
had been talking about his family. 

“Did I?” said Rabbit carelessly. 

“Yes, you said — ” 

“Never mind, Pooh,” said Piglet impatiently. 
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“The question is, What are we to do about Kanga?” 

“Oh, I see,” said Pooh. 

“The best way,” said Rabbit, “would be this. The best 
way would be to steal Baby Roo and hide him, and then 
when Kanga says, ‘Where’s Baby Roo?’ we say, ‘Aba/’ ” 

“Aha!” said Pooh, practising. “Aha! Aba ! ... Of course,” 
he went on, “we could say ‘Aha!’ even if we hadn’t stolen 
Baby Roo.” 

“Pooh,” said Rabbit kindly, “you haven’t any brain.” 

“I know,” said Pooh humbly. 

“We say Aha!’ so that Kanga knows that we know 
where Baby Roo is. Aba/’ means ‘We’ll tell you where 
Baby Roo is, if you promise to go away from the Forest 
and never come back.’ Now don’t talk while I think.” 

Pooh went into a corner and tried saying “Aha!” in 
that sort of voice. Sometimes it seemed to him that it did 
mean what Rabbit said, and sometimes it seemed to him 
that it didn’t. “I suppose it’s just practice,” he thought. “I 
wonder if Kanga will have to practise too so as to under- 
stand it.” 

“There’s just one thing,” said Piglet, fidgeting a bit. 
“I was talking to Christopher Robin, and he said that a 
Kanga was Generally Regarded as One of the Fiercer Ani- 
mals. I am not frightened of Fierce Animals in the ordi- 
nary way, but it is well known that, if One of the Fiercer 
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Animals is Deprived of Its Young, it becomes as fierce as 
Two of the Fiercer Animals. In which case ‘Aha!’ is per- 
haps a foolish thing to say.” 

“Piglet,” said Rabbit, taking out a pencil, and licking 
the end of it, “you haven’t any pluck.” 

“It is hard to be brave,” said Piglet, sniffing slightly, 
“when you’re only a Very Small Animal.” 

Rabbit, who had begun to write very busily, looked up 
and said: 


“It is because you are a very small animal that you will 
be Useful in the adventure before us.” 

Piglet was so excited at the idea of being Useful that he 
forgot to be frightened any more, and when Rabbit went 
on to say that Kangas were only Fierce during the winter 
months, being at other times of an Affectionate Disposi- 
tion, he could hardly sit still, he was so eager to begin 
being useful at once. 

“What about me?” said Pooh sadly. “I suppose I shan’t 
be useful?” 
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“Never mind, Pooh,” said Piglet comfortingly. “Another 
time perhaps.” 

“Without Pooh,” said Rabbit solemnly as he sharpened 
his pencil, “the adventure would be impossible.” 

“Oh!” said Piglet, and tried not to look disappointed. 
But Pooh went into a comer of the room and said proudly 
to himself, “Impossible without Me! Thai sort of Bear.” 

“Now listen all of you,” said Rabbit when he had fin- 
ished writing, and Pooh and Piglet sat listening very eagerly 
with their mouths open. This was what Rabbit read out: 

PLAN TO CAPTURE BABY ROO 

1. General Remarks. Kanga runs faster than any of Us, 
even Me. 

2. More General Remarks. Kanga never takes her eye 
off Baby Roo, except when he’s safely buttoned up 
in her pocket. 

3. Therefore. If we are to capture Baby Roo, we must 
get a Long Start, because Kanga runs faster than 
any of Us, even Me. (See 1.) 

4. A Thought. If Roo had jumped out of Kanga’s pocket 
and Piglet had jumped in, Kanga wouldn’t know the 
difference, because Piglet is a Very Small Animal. 

5. Like Roo. 
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6. But Kanga would have to be looking the other way 
first, so as not to see Piglet jumping in. 

7. See 2. 

8. Another Thought. But if Pooh was talking to her 
very excitedly, she might look the other way for a 
moment. 

9. And then I could run away with Roo. 

10. Quickly. 

11. And Kcinga wouldn’t discover the difference until After' 



Well, Rabbit read this out proudly, and for a little while 
after he had read it nobody said anything. And then Pig- 
let, who had been opening and shutting his mouth with- 
out making any noise, managed to say very huskily: 


“And — Afterwards?” 


“How do you mean?” 

“When Kanga does Discover the Difference?” 
“Then we all say Aha/’” 
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“All three of us?” 

“Yes.” 

“Oh!” 

“Why, what’s the trouble, Piglet?” 

“Nothing,” said Piglet, “as long as wt all three say it. 
As long as we all three say it,” said Piglet, “I don’t mind,” 
he said, “but I shouldn’t care to say ‘Aha!’ by myself. 
It wouldn’t sound nearly so well. By the way,” he said, 
“you are quite sure about what you said about the winter 
months?” 

"The winter months?” 

“Yes, only being Fierce in the Winter Months.” 

“Oh, yes, yes, that’s all right. Well, Pooh? You see what 
you have to do?” 

“No,” said Pooh Bear. “Not yet,” he said. “What do I 
do?” 

“Well, you just have to talk very hard to Kanga so as 
she doesn’t notice anything.” 

“Oh! What about?” 

“Anything you like.” 

“You mean like telling her a little bit of poetry or some- 
thing?” 

“That’s it,” said Rabbit. “Splendid. Now come along.” 

So they all went out to look for Kanga. 
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Kanga and Roo were spending a quiet afternoon in a 
sandy part of the Forest. Baby Roo was practising very 
small jumps in the sand, and falling down mouse-holes 
and climbing out of them, and Kanga was fidgeting about 
and saying “Just one more jump, dear, and then we must 
go home.” And at that moment who should come stump- 
ing up the hill but Pooh. 

“Good afternoon, Kanga.” 

“Good afternoon, Pooh.” 

“Look at me jumping,” squeaked Roo, and fell into 
another mouse-hole. t 


“Hallo, Roo, my little fellow!” 

“We were just going home,” said Kanga. “Good after- 
noon, Rabbit. Good afternoon. Piglet.” 

Rabbit and Piglet, who had now come up from the 
other side of the hill, said, “Good afternoon,” and “Hallo, 
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Roo, and Roo asked them to look at him jumping, so 
they stayed and looked. 

And Kanga looked too. . . . 

“Oh, Kanga,” said Pooh, after Rabbit had winked at 
him twice, “I don’t know if you are interested in Poetry 
at all?” 

“Hardly at all,” said Kanga. 

“Oh!” said Pooh. 

“Roo, dear, just one more jump and then we must go 
home.” 

There was a short silence while Roo fell down another 
mouse'hole. 

“Go on,” said Rabbit in a loud whisper behind his paw. 

“Talking of Poetiy,” said Pooh, “I made up a little piece 
as I was coming along. It went like this. Er — now let me 
see — 

“Fancy!” said Kanga. “Now Roo, dear — ” 

“You’ll like this piece of poetry,” said Rabbit. 

“You’ll love it,” said Piglet. 

“You must listen very carefully,” said Rabbit. 

“So as not to miss any of it,” said Piglet. 

“Oh, yes,” said Kanga, but she still looked at Baby 
Roo. 

“How did it go, Pooh?” said Rabbit. 

Pooh gave a little cough and began. 
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LINES WRITTEN BY A 
BEAR OF LITTLE BRAIN 

On Monday, when the sun is hoc 
I wonder to myself a lot: 

“Now is it true, or is it not, 

“That what is which and which is what?” 

On Tuesday, when it hails and snows. 

The feeling on me grows and grows 
That hardly anybody knows 
If those are these or these are those. 

On Wednesday, when the sky is blue, 

And I have nothing else to do, 

I sometimes wonder if it’s true 
That who is what and what is who. 

On Thursday, when it starts to freeze 
And hoar-frost twinkles on the trees. 

How very readily one sees 

That these are whose- — but whose are these? 

On Friday — 


“Yes, it is, isn’t it?” said Kanga, not waiting to hear 
what happened on Friday. “Just one more jump, Roo, 
dear, and then we really must be going.” 

Rabbit gave Pooh a hurrying-up sort of nudge. 
“Talking of Poetry,” said Pooh quickly, “have you ever 
noticed that tree right over there?” 

“Where?” said Kanga. “Now, Roo — ” 
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“Right over there,” said Pooh, pointing behind Kanga’s 
back. 

“No,” said Kanga. “Now jump in, Roo, dear, and we’ll 


“You ought to look at that tree right over there,” said 
Rabbit. “Shall I lift you in, Roo?" And he picked up Roo 
in his paws. 

“I can see a bird in it from here,” said Pooh. “Or is it 
a fish?” 

“You ought to see that bird from here," said Rabbit. 
“Unless it’s a fish.” 

“It isn’t a fish, it’s a bird,” said Piglet. 

“So it is,” said Rabbit. 

“Is it a starling or a blackbird?” said Pooh. 

“That’s the whole question,” said Rabbit. “Is it a black- 
bird or a starling?” 
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And then at last Kanga did turn her head to look. And 
the moment that her head was turned, Rabbit said in a 
loud voice “In you go, Roo!” and in jumped Piglet into 
Kanga’s pocket, and off scampered Rabbit, with Roo in 
his paws, as fast as he could. 

“Why, where’s Rabbit?” said Kanga, turning round 
again. “Are you all right, Roo, dear?” 

Piglet made a squeaky Roo-noise from the bottom of 
Kanga’s pocket. 

“Rabbit had to go away,” said Pooh. “I think he thought 
of something he had to go and see about suddenly.” 

“And Piglet?” 

“I think Piglet thought of something at the same time. 
Suddenly.” 

“Well, we must be getting home,” said Kanga. “Good' 
bye, Pooh.” And in three large jumps she was gone. 

Pooh looked after her as she went. 

“I wish I could jump like that,” he thought. “Some can 
and some can’t. That’s how it is.” 

But there were moments when Piglet wished that Kan' 
ga couldn’t. Often, when he had had a long walk home 
through the Forest, he had wished that he were a bird; 
but now he thought jerkily to himself at the bottom of 
Kanga’s pocket, 
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as he came down he said, “OwT And he was saying, 
“Ooooooo'oiv, Ooooooo-oiu, Ooooooo'ffw" all the way to 
Kanga’s house. 

Of course as soon as Kanga unbuttoned her pocket, she 
saw what had happened. Just for a moment, she thought 
she was frightened, and then she knew she wasn’t; for 
she felt quite sure that Christopher Robin would never let 
any harm happen to Roo. So she said to herself, “If they 
are having a joke with me, I will have a joke with them.” 

“Now then, Roo, dear,” she said, as she took Piglet out 
of her pocket. “Bed'time.” 
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“Aba!” said Piglet, as well as he could after his Terrify- 
ing Journey. But it wasn’t a very good “Aba!” and Kanga 
didn’t seem to understand what it meant. 



“Bath first,” said Kanga in a cheerful voice. 

“Aha!” said Piglet again, looking round anxiously for 
the others. But the others weren’t there. Rabbit was play- 
ing with Baby Roo in his own house, and feeling more 
fond of him every minute, and Pooh, who had decided to 
be a Kanga, was still at the sandy place on the top of the 
Forest, practising jumps. 

“I am not at all sure,” said Kanga in a thoughtful voice, 
“that it wouldn’t be a good idea to have a c old bath this 
evening. Would you like that, Roo, dear?” 

Piglet, who had never been really fond of baths, shud- 
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dered a long indignant shudder, and said in as brave a 
voice as he could: 

“Kanga, 1 see the time has come to spleak painly.” 

“Funny little Roo,” said Kanga, as she got the bath- 
water ready. 

“I am not Roo,” said Piglet loudly. “I am Piglet!” 

“Yes, dear, yes,” said Kanga soothingly. “And imitating 
Piglet’s voice too! So clever of him,” she went on, as 
she took a large bar of yellow soap out of the cupboard. 
“What will he be doing next?” 

“Can’t you see?” shouted Piglet. “Haven’t you got eyes? 
Look at me!" 

“I am looking, Roo, dear,” said Kanga rather severely. 
“And you know what I told you yesterday about mak- 
ing faces. If you go on making faces like Piglet’s, you will 
grow up to look like Piglet — and then think how sorry 
you will be. Now then, into the bath, and don’t let me 
have to speak to you about it again.” 
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Before he knew where he was, Piglet was in the hath, 
and Kanga was scrubbing him firmly with a large lathery 
flannel. 



“Ow!" cried Piglet. “Let me out! I’m Piglet!” 

“Don’t open the mouth, dear, or the soap goes in,” said 
Kanga. “There! What did I tell you?” 

“You — you — you did it on purpose," spluttered Piglet, 
as soon as he could speak again . . . and then accidentally 
had another mouthful of lathery flannel. 

“That’s right, dear, don’t say anything,” said Kanga, 
and in another minute Piglet was out of the bath, and be- 
mg rubbed dry with a towel. 

“Now,” said Kanga, “there’s your medicine, and then 
bed.” 

“W'W-what medicine?” said Piglet. 
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“To make you grow big and strong, dear. You don’t 
want to grow up small and weak like Piglet, do you? Well, 
then!” 

At that moment there was a knock at the door. 

“Come in,” said Kanga, and in came Christopher Robin. 
“Christopher Robin, Christopher Robin!” cried Piglet. 
“Tell Kanga who I am! She keeps saying I’m Roo. I’m not 
Roo, am I?” 





Christopher Robin looked at him very carefully, and 
shook his head. 

“You can’t be Roo,” he said, “because I’ve just seen 
Roo playing in Rabbit’s house.” 

“Well!” said Kanga. “Fancy that! Fancy my making a 
mistake like that.” 
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“There you are!” said Piglet. “I told you so. I’m Piglet.” 

Christopher Robin shook his head again. 

“Oh, you’re not Piglet,” he said. “I know Piglet well, 
and he’s quite a different colour.” 

Piglet began to say that this was because he had just 
had a bath, and then he thought that perhaps he wouldn’t 
say that, and as he opened his mouth to say something 
else, Kanga slipped the medicine spoon in, and then pat- 
ted him on the back and told him that it was really quite 
a nice taste when you got used to it. 

“I knew it wasn’t Piglet,” said Kanga. “I wonder who 
it can be.” 

“Perhaps it’s some relation of Pooh’s,” said Christopher 
Robin. “What about a nephew or an uncle or some- 
thing?” 

Kanga agreed that this was probably what it was, and 
said that they would have to call it by some name. 

“I shall call it Pootel,” said Christopher Robin. “Henry 
Pootel for short.” 

And just when it was decided, Henry Pootel wriggled 
out of Kanga’s arms and jumped to the ground. To his 
great joy Christopher Robin had left the door open. Nev- 
er had Henry Pootel Piglet run so fast as he ran then, 
and he didn’t stop running until he had got quite close 


108 


K&nga and Baby Roo 


to his house. But when he was a hundred yards away he 
stopped running, and rolled the rest of the way home, so 
as to get his own nice comfortable colour again. . . . 



So Kanga and Roo stayed in the Forest. And every 
Tuesday Roo spent the day with his great friend Rabbit, 
and every Tuesday Kanga spent the day with her great 
friend Pooh, teaching him to jump, and every Tuesday 
Piglet spent the day with his great friend Christopher 
Robin. So they were all happy again. 
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IN WHICH 

Christopher Robin 
Leads an Expotition 
to the North Pole 


NE FINE DAY Pooh had stumped up to the top of 
the Forest to see if his friend Christopher Robin 
was interested in Bears at all. At breakfast that morning 
(a simple meal of marmalade spread lightly over a honey- 
comb or two) he had suddenly thought of a new song. It 
began like this: 

“Sing Ho! for t he life of a Bear!" 

When he had got as far as this, he stretched his head, 
and thought to himself “That’s a very good start for a 
song, but what about the second line?” He tried singing 
“Ho,” two or three times, but it didn’t seem to help. “Per- 
haps it would be better,” he thought, “if I sang Hi for the 
life of a Bear.” So he sang it . . . but it wasn’t. “Very well, 
then,” he said, “1 shall sing that first line twice, and per- 
haps if I sing it very quickly, I shall find myself singing the 
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third and fourth lines before I have time to think of them, 
and that will be a Good Song. Now then:" 


Sing Ho! for the life of a Bear! 

Sing Ho! for tfie life of a Bear! 

I don't much mind if it rains or snows, 

'Cos IVe got a lot of honev on my nice 
new nose, 

I don’t much care if it snows or thaws, 

’Cos IVe got a lot of honey on my nice 
clean paws! 

Sing Hof for a Bear! 

Sing Hof for a Pooh! 

And HI have a little something in an hour 
or two! 

He was so pleased with this song that he sang it all 
the way to the top of the Forest, “and if I go on singing 
it much longer,’’ he thought, “it will be time for the little 
something, and then the last line won’t be true.” So he 
turned it into a hum instead. 

Christopher Robin was sitting outside his door, put- 
ting on his Big Boots. As soon as he saw the Big Boots, 
Pooh knew that an Adventure was going to happen, and 
he brushed the honey off his nose with the back of his 
paw, and spruced himself up as well as he could, so as to 
look Ready for Anything. 

“Good-morning, Christopher Robin,” he called out. 
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“Hallo, Pooh Bear. I can’t get this boot on.” 

“That’s bad,” said Pooh. 

“Do you think you could very kindly lean against me, 
’cos I keep pulling so hard that I fall over backwards.” 

Pooh sat down, dug his feet into the ground, and pushed 
hard against Christopher Robin’s back, and Christopher 
Robin pushed hard against his, and pulled and pulled at 
his boot until he had got it on. 



“And that’s that,” said Pooh. “What do we do next?” 

“We are all going on an Expedition,” said Christopher 
Robin, as he got up and brushed himself. “Thank you, 
Pooh.” 

“Going on an Expotition?” said Pooh eagerly. “I don’t 
think I’ve ever been on one of those. Where are we going 
to on this Expotition?” 

“Expedition, silly old Bear. It’s got an ‘x’ in it.” 

“Oh!” said Pooh. “I know.” But he didn’t really. 

“We’re going to discover the North Pole.” 
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“Oh!” said Pooh again. “What is the North Pole?” he 
asked. 

“It’s just a thing you discover,” said Christopher Robin 
carelessly, not being quite sure himself. 

“Oh! I see,” said Pooh. “Are bears any good at discov- 
ering it?” 

“Of course they are. And Rabbit and Kanga and all of 
you. It’s an Expedition. That’s what an Expedition means. 
A long line of everybody. You’d better tell the others to 
get ready, while I see if my gun’s all right. And we must 
all bring Provisions.” 

“Bring what?” 

“Things to eat.” 

“Oh!” said Pooh happily. “I thought you said Provi- 
sions. I’ll go and tell them.” And he stumped off. 

The first person he met was Rabbit. 
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“Hallo, Rabbit,” he said, “is that you?” 

“Let’s pretend it isn’t,” said Rabbit, “and see what 
happens.” 

“I’ve got a message for you.” 

“I’ll give it to him.” 

“We’re all going on an Expotition with Christopher 
Robin!” 

“What is it when we’re on it?” 

“A sort of boat, I think,” said Pooh. 

“Oh! that sort.” 

“Yes. And we’re going to discover a Pole or something. 
Or was it a Mole? Anyhow we’re going to discover it.” 

“We are, are we?” said Rabbit. 

“Yes. And we’ve got to bring Po — things to eat with 
us. In case we want to eat them. Now I’m going down to 
Piglet’s. Tell Kanga, will you?” f 



He left Rabbit and hurried down to Piglet’s house. The 
Piglet was sitting on the ground at the door of his house 
blowing happily at a dandelion, and wondering whether it 
would be this year, next year, sometime or never. He had 
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just discovered that it would be never, and was trying to 
remember what “it” was, and hoping it wasn’t anything 
nice, when Pooh came up. 

“Oh! Piglet,” said Pooh excitedly, “we re going on an 
Expotition, all of us, with things to eat. To discover some' 
thing.” 

“To discover what?” said Piglet anxiously. 

“Oh! just something.” 

“Nothing fierce?” 

“Christopher Robin didn’t say anything about fierce. 
He just said it had an x\” 

“It isn’t their necks I mind,” said Piglet earnestly. “It’s 
their teeth. But if Christopher Robin is coming I don’t 
mind anything.” 

In a little while they were all ready at the top of the 
Forest, and the Expotition started. First came Christopher 
Robin and Rabbit, then Piglet and Pooh; then Kanga, with 
Roo in her pocket, and Owl; then Eeyore; and, at the end, 
in a long line, all Rabbit’s friends'and'relations. 

“I didn’t ask them,” explained Rabbit carelessly. “They 
just came. They always do. They can march at the end, 
after Eeyore.” 

“What I say,” said Eeyore, “is that it’s unsettling. I 
didn’t want to come on this Expo — what Pooh said. I only 
came to oblige. But here I am; and if I am the end of the 
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Expo — what we’re talking about — then let me be the end. 
But if, every time I want to sit down for a little rest, I have 
to brush away half a dozen of Rabbit’s smaller friends- 
and-relations first, then this isn’t an Expo — whatever it 
is — at all, it’s simply a Confused Noise. That’s what I say.” 



“I see what Eeyore means,” said Owl. “If you ask 

a 

me — 

“I’m not asking anybody,” said Eeyore. “I’m just telling 
everybody. We can look for the North Pole, or we can 
play ‘Here we go gathering Nuts and May’ with the end 
part of an ant’s nest. It’s all the same to me.” 

There was a shout from the top of the line. 

“Come on!” called Christopher Robin. 

“Come on!” called Pooh and Piglet. 

“Come on!” called Owl. 

“We’re starting,” said Rabbit. “I must go.” And he 
hurried off to the front of the Expotition with Christo- 
pher Robin. 
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“All right,” said Eeyore. “We’re going. Only Don’t 
Blame Me.” 

So off they all went to discover the Pole. And as they 
walked, they chattered to each other of this and that, all 
except Pooh, who was making up a song. 

“This is the first verse,” he said to Piglet, when he was 
ready with it. 

“First verse of what?” 

“My song.” 

“What song?” 

1 his one. 

“Which one?” 

“Well, if you listen, Piglet, you’ll hear it.” 

“How do you know I’m not listening?” 
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Pooh couldn’t answer that one, so he began to sing. 


They all went off to discover the Pole, 

Owl and Piglet and Rabbit and all; 

Its a Thing you Discover, as Ive been tole 
By Owl and Piglet and Rabbit and all. 

Eeyore, Christopher Robin and Pooh 
And Rabbit s relations all went too— 

And where the Pole was none of them knew* t * * 

Sing Hey! for Owl and Rabbit and all! 

“Hush!” said Christopher Robin turning round to 
Pooh, “we’re just coming to a Dangerous Place.” 

“Hush!” said Pooh turning round quickly to Piglet. 
“Hush!” said Piglet to Kanga. 

“Hush!” said Kanga to Owl, while Roo said “Hush!” 
several times to himself very quietly. 
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“Hush!” said Owl to Eeyore. 

“Hush/” said Eeyore in a terrible voice to all Rabbit’s 
friends-and-relations, and “Hush!” they said hastily to 
each other all down the line, until it got to the last one 
of all. And the last and smallest friend-and-relation was 
so upset to find that the whole Expotition was saying 
“Hush!” to him, that he buried himself head downwards 



in a crack in the ground, and stayed there for two days 
until the danger was over, and then went home in a great 
hurry, and lived quietly with his Aunt ever-afterwards. 
His name was Alexander Beetle. 

They had come to a stream which twisted and tumbled 
between high rocky banks, and Christopher Robin saw at 
once how dangerous it was. 

“It’s just the place,” he explained, “for an Ambush.” 

“What sort of bush?” whispered Pooh to Piglet. “A 
gorse-bush?" 

“My dear Pooh,” said Owl in his superior way, “don’t 
you know what an Ambush is?” 

“Owl,” said Piglet, looking round at him severely. 
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“Pooh’s whisper was a perfectly private whisper, and there 
was no need — ” 

“An Ambush,” said Owl, “is a sort of Surprise.” 

“So is a gorse-bush sometimes,” said Pooh. 

“An Ambush, as I was about to explain to Pooh,” said 
Piglet, “is a sort of Surprise.” 

“If people jump out at you suddenly, that’s an Am- 
bush,” said Owl. 

“It’s an Ambush, Pooh, when people jump at you sud- 
denly,” explained Piglet. 

Pooh, who now knew what an Ambush was, said that 
a gorse-bush had sprung at him suddenly one day when 
he fell off a tree, and he had taken six days to get all the 
prickles out of himself. 

“We are not talking about gorse-bushes,” said Owl a 
little crossly. 

“I am,” said Pooh. 

They were climbing very cautiously up the stream now, 
going from rock to rock, and after they had gone a little 
way they came to a place where the banks widened out 
at each side, so that on each side of the water there was a 
level strip of grass on which they could sit down and rest. 
As soon as he saw this, Christopher Robin called “Halt!” 
and they all sat down and rested. 

“I think,” said Christopher Robin, “that we ought to 
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eat all our Provisions now, so that we shan’t have so 
much to carry.” 

“Eat all our what?” said Pooh. 

“All that we’ve brought,” said Piglet, getting to work. 

“That’s a good idea,” said Pooh, and he got to work too. 

“Have you all got something?” asked Christopher 
Robin with his mouth full. 

“All except me,” said Eeyore. “As Usual. He looked 
round at them in his melancholy way. “I suppose none of 
you are sitting on a thistle by any chance?” 

“I believe I am,” said Pooh. “Ow!” He got up, and 
looked behind him. “Yes, I was. I thought so.” 

“Thank you, Pooh. If you’ve quite finished with it.” He 
moved across to Pooh’s place, and began to eat. 



“It don’t do them any Good, you know, sitting on 
them,” he went on, as he looked up munching. “Takes 
all the Life out of them. Remember that another time. 
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all of you. A little Consideration, a little Thought for 
Others, makes all the difference.” 

As soon as he had finished his lunch Christopher 
Robin whispered to Rabbit, and Rabbit said, “Yes, yes, 
of course,” and they walked a little way up the stream 
together. 

“I didn’t want the others to hear,” said Christopher 
Robin. 

“Quite so,” said Rabbit, looking important. 

“It’s — I wondered — It’s only — Rabbit, I suppose you 
don’t know. What does the North Pole look like.” 

“Well,” said Rabbit, stroking his whiskers. “Now you’re 
asking me.” 

“I did know once, only I’ve sort of forgotten,” said Chris- 
topher Robin carelessly. 

“It’s a funny thing,” said Rabbit, “but I’ve sort of forgot- 
ten too, although I did know once.” 

“I suppose it’s just a pole stuck in the ground?” 

“Sure to be a pole,” said Rabbit, “because of calling a 
pole, and if it’s a pole, well, I should think it would be 
sticking in the ground, shouldn’t you, because there’d be 
nowhere else to stick it.” 

“Yes, that’s what I thought.” 

“The only thing,” said Rabbit, “is, where is it sticking?" 
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“That’s what we’re looking for,” said Christopher 
Robin. 

They went back to the others. Piglet was lying on his 
back, sleeping peacefully. Roo was washing his face and 
paws in the stream, while Kanga explained to everybody 
proudly that this was the first time he had ever washed 
his face himself, and Owl was telling Kanga an Interest- 
ing Anecdote full of long words like Encyclopaedia and 
Rhododendron to which Kanga wasn’t listening. 

“I don’t hold with all this washing,” grumbled Eeyore. 
“This modem Behind-the-ears nonsense. What do you 
think. Pooh?” 

“Well,” said Pooh, “/ think — ” 

But we shall never know what Pooh thought, for there 
came a sudden squeak from Roo, a splash, and a loud cry 

of alarm from Kanga. 

g * 
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“So much for washing,” said Eeyore. 

“Roo’s fallen in!” cried Rabbit, and he and Christopher 
Robin came rushing down to the rescue. 

“Look at me swimming!” squeaked Roo from the mid- 
dle of his pool, and was hurried down a waterfall into the 
next pool. 

“Are you all right, Roo dear?” called Kanga anxiously. 

“Yes!” said Roo. “Look at me sw — ” and down he went 
over the next waterfall into another pool. 

Everybody was doing something to help. Piglet, wide 
awake suddenly, was jumping up and down and making 
“Oo, I say” noises; Owl was explaining that in a case of 
Sudden and Temporary Immersion the Important Thing 
was to keep the Head Above Water; Kanga was jumping 
along the bank, saying “Are you sure you’re all right, Roo 
dear?” to which Roo, from whatever pool he was in at the 
moment, was answering “Look at me swimming!” Eeyore 
had turned round and hung his tail over the first pool 
into which Roo fell, and with his back to the accident was 
grumbling quietly to himself, and saying, “All this wash- 
ing; but catch on to my tail, little Roo, and you’ll be all 
right”; and, Christopher Robin and Rabbit came hurrying 
past Eeyore, and were calling out to the others in front 
of them. 

“All right, Roo, I’m coming,” called Christopher Robin. 
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"Get something across the stream lower down, some of 
you fellows,” called Rabbit. 

But Pooh was getting something. Two pools below Roo 
he was standing with a long pole in his paws, and Kanga 
came up and took one end of it, and between them they 
held it across the lower part of the pool; and Roo, still 



bubbling proudly, "Look at me swimming,” drifted up 
against it, and climbed out. 

"Did you see me swimming?” squeaked Roo excitedly, 
while Kanga scolded him and rubbed him down. "Pooh, 
did you see me swimming? That’s called swimming, what 
I was doing. Rabbit, did you see what I was doing? Swim- 
ming. Hallo, Piglet! I say. Piglet! What do you think I 

was doing! Swimming! Christopher Robin, did you see 
11 

me — 

But Christopher Robin wasn’t listening. He was look- 
ing at Pooh. 

“Pooh,” he said, “where did you find that pole?” 

Pooh looked at the pole in his hands. 
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“I just found it," he said. “I thought it ought to be use- 
ful. I just picked it up.” 

“Pooh," said Christopher Robin solemnly, “the Expedi- 
tion is over. You have found the North Pole!" 

“Oh!” said Pooh. 

Eeyore was sitting with his tail in the water when they 
all got back to him. 

“Tell Roo to be quick, somebody,” he said. “My tail's 
getting cold. I don’t want to mention it, but I just men- 
tion it. I don't want to complain but there it is. My tail’s 
cold.” 

“Here I am!" squeaked Roo. 

“Oh, there you are.” 

“Did you see me swimming?” 

Eeyore took his tail out of the water, and swished it 
from side to side. 

“As I expected,” he said. “Lost all feeling. Numbed it. 
That’s what it’s done. Numbed it. Well, as long as no- 
body minds, I suppose it’s all right.” 

“Poor old Eeyore. I’ll dry it for you,” said Christopher 
Robin, and he took out his handkerchief and rubbed it up. 

“Thank you, Christopher Robin. You’re the only one 
who seems to understand about tails. They don’t think — 
that’s what’s the matter with some of these others. They’ve 
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no imagination. A tail isn’t a tail to them, it’s just a Little 
Bit Extra at the back.” 

“Never mind, Eeyore,” said Christopher Robin, rub' 
bing his hardest. “Is that better?” 

“It’s feeling more like a tail perhaps. It Belongs again, if 
you know what I mean.” 

“Hullo, Eeyore,” said Pooh, coming up to them with 
his pole. 

“Hullo, Pooh. Thank you for asking, but I shall be able 
to use it again in a day or two.” 

“Use what?” said Pooh. 

“What we are talking about.” 

“I wasn’t talking about anything,” said Pooh, looking 
puzzled. 

“My mistake again. I thought you were saying how 
sorry you were about my tail, being all numb, and could 
you do anything to help?” 

“No,” said Pooh. “That wasn't me,” he said. He thought 
for a little and then suggested helpfully, “Perhaps it was 
somebody else.” 

“Well, thank him for me when you see him.” 

Pooh looked anxiously at Christopher Robin. 

“Pooh’s found the North Pole,” said Christopher Robin. 
“Isn’t that lovely?” 

Pooh looked modestly down. 
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“Is that it?” said Eeyore. 

“Yes,” said Christopher Robin. 

“Is that what we were looking for?” 

“Yes,” said Pooh. 

“Oh!” said Eeyore. “Well, anyhow — it didn’t rain,” he 
said. 

They stuck the pole in the ground, and Christopher 
Robin tied a message on to it. 

NORTH POLE 
DISCOVERED BY POOH 
POOH FOUND IT. 



Then they all went home again. And I think, but I am 
not quite sure, that Roo had a hot bath and went straight 
to bed. But Pooh went back to his own house, and feeling 
very proud of what he had done, had a little something to 
revive himself. 
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IN WHICH 


Piglet Is Entirely 
Surrounded 
by Water 


T RAINED and it rained and it rained. Piglet told 
himself that never in all his life, and he was goodness 
knows how old — three, was it, or four? — never had he 
seen so much rain. Days and days and days. 

“If only,” he thought, as he looked out of the window, 
“I had been in Pooh’s house, or Christopher Robin’s 
house, or Rabbit’s house when it began to rain, then I 
should have had Company all this time, instead of being 
here all alone, with nothing to do except wonder when it 
will stop.” And he imagined himself with Pooh, saying, 
“Did you ever see such rain. Pooh?” and Pooh saying, 
“Isn’t it awful, Piglet?” and Piglet saying, “I wonder how 
it is over Christopher Robin’s way” and Pooh saying, “I 
should think poor old Rabbit is about flooded out by this 
time.” It would have been jolly to talk like this, and really. 
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it wasn’t much good having anything exciting like floods, 
if you couldn’t share them with somebody. 

For it was rather exciting. The little dry ditches in which 
Piglet had nosed about so often had become streams, the 
little streams across which he had splashed were rivers, 
and the river, between whose steep banks they had played 
so happily, had sprawled out of its own bed and was tak- 
ing up so much room everywhere, that Piglet was begin- 
ning to wonder whether it would be coming into bis bed 
soon. 

“It’s a little Anxious,’’ he said to himself, “to be a Very 
Small Animal Entirely Surrounded by Water. Christo- 
pher Robin and Pooh could escape by Climbing Trees, 
and Kanga could escape by Jumping, and Rabbit could 
escape by Burrowing, and Owl could escape by Flying, 
and Eeyore could escape by — by Making a Loud Noise 
Until Rescued, and here am I, surrounded by water and I 
can’t do anything.” 

It went on raining, and every day the water got a little 
higher, until now it was nearly up to Piglet’s window . . . 
and still he hadn’t done anything. 

“There’s Pooh,” he thought to himself. “Pooh hasn’t 
much Brain, but he never comes to any harm. He does 
silly things and they turn out right. There’s Owl. Owl 
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hasn’t exactly got Brain, but he Knows Things. He would 
know the Right Thing to Do when Surrounded by Wa- 
ter. There’s Rabbit. He hasn’t Learnt in Books, but he 
can always Think of a Clever Plan. There’s Kanga. She 
isn’t Clever, Kanga isn’t, but she would be so anxious 
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about Roo that she would do a Good Thing to Do with- 
out thinking about it. And then there’s Eeyore. And Eey- 
ore is so miserable anyhow that he wouldn’t mind about 
this. But I wonder what Christopher Robin would do?” 

Then suddenly he remembered a story which Christo- 
pher Robin had told him about a man on a desert island 
who had written something in a bottle and thrown it in 
the sea; and Piglet thought that if he wrote something 
in a bottle and threw it in the water, perhaps somebody 
would come and rescue bim! 

He left the window and began to search his house, all 
of it that wasn’t under water, and at last he found a pencil 
and a small piece of dry paper, and a bottle with a cork to 
it. And he wrote on one side of the paper: 

HELP! 

PIGLET (ME) 

and on the other side: 

IT’S ME PIGLET, HELP HELP. 

Then he put the paper in the bottle, and he corked the 
bottle up as tightly as he could, and he leant out of his 
window as far as he could lean without falling in, and he 
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threw the bottle as far as he could throw — splash ! — and 
in a little while it bobbed up again on the water; and he 
watched it floating slowly away in the distance, until his 
eyes ached with looking, and sometimes he thought it was 
the bottle, and sometimes he thought it was just a ripple 
on the water which he was following, and then suddenly 
he knew that he would never see it again and that he had 
done all that he could do to save himself. 



“So now,” he thought, “somebody else will have to do 
something, and I hope they will do it soon, because if 
they don’t 1 shall have to swim, which I can’t, so I hope 
they do it soon.” And then he gave a very long sigh and 
said, “I wish Pooh were here. It’s so much more friendly 
with two." 

When the rain began Pooh was asleep. It rained, and 
it rained, and it rained, and he slept and he slept and he 
slept. He had had a tiring day. You remember how he 
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discovered the North Pole; well, he was so proud of this 
that he asked Christopher Robin if there were any other 
Poles such as a Bear of Little Brain might discover. 

“There’s a South Pole,” said Christopher Robin, “and 
I expect there’s an East Pole and a West Pole, though 
people don’t like talking about them.” 

Pooh was very excited when he heard this, and sug- 
gested that they should have an Expotition to discover 
the East Pole, but Christopher Robin had thought of 
something else to do with Kanga; so Pooh went out to 
discover the East Pole by himself. Whether he discovered 
it or not, I forget; but he was so tired when he got home 
that, in the very middle of his supper, after he had been 
eating for little more than half-an-hour, he fell fast asleep 
in his chair, and slept and slept and slept. 

Then suddenly he was dreaming. He was at the East 
Pole, and it was a very cold pole with the coldest sort 
of snow and ice all over it. He had found a beehive to 
sleep in, but there wasn’t room for his legs, so he had 
left them outside. And Wild Woozles, such as inhabit 
the East Pole, came and nibbled all the fur off his legs to 
make nests for their Young. And the more they nibbled, 
the colder his legs got, until suddenly he woke up with an 
Owl — and there he was, sitting in his chair with his feet 
in the water, and water all round him! 
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He splashed to his door and looked out. . . . 

“This is Serious,” said Pooh. “I must have an Escape.” 

So he took his largest pot of honey and escaped with it 
to a broad branch of his tree, well above the water, and 
then he climbed down again and escaped with another 
pot . . . and when the whole Escape was finished, there 
was Pooh sitting on his branch, dangling his legs, and 
there, beside him, were ten pots of honey. . . . 



Two days later, there was Pooh, sitting on his branch, 
dangling his legs, and there, beside him, were four pots 
of honey. . . . 

Three days later, there was Pooh, sitting on his branch, 
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dangling his legs, and there, beside him, was one pot of 
honey. 

Four days later, there was Pooh . . . 

And it was on the morning of the fourth day that Pig- 
let’s bottle came floating past him, and with one loud cry 
of “Honey!’’ Pooh plunged into the water, seized the bot- 
tle, and struggled hack to his tree again. 

“Bother!” said Pooh, as he opened it. “All that wet for 
nothing. What’s that bit of paper doing?” 


He took it out and looked at it. 

“It’s a Missage,” he said to himself, “that’s what it is. 
And that letter is a ‘P,’ and so is that, and so is that, 
and ‘P’ means ‘Pooh,’ so it’s a very important Missage to 
me, and I can’t read it. I must find Christopher Robin or 
Owl or Piglet, one of those Clever Readers who can read 
things, and they will tell me what this missage means. 
Only I can’t swim. Bother!” 

Then he had an idea, and I think that for a Bear of 
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Very Little Brain, it was a good idea. He said to himself: 

“If a bottle can float, then a jar can float, and if a jar 
floats, I can sit on the top of it, if it’s a very big jar.” 



So he took his biggest jar, and corked it up. “All boats 
have to have a name,” he said, “so I shall call mine The 
Floating Bear.'’ And with these words he dropped his boat 
into the water and jumped in after it. 



For a little while Pooh and The Floating Bear were 
uncertain as to which of them was meant to be on the 
top, but after trying one or two different positions, they 
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settled down with The Floating Bear underneath and Pooh 
triumphantly astride it, paddling vigorously with his feet. 



Christopher Robin lived at the very top of the Forest. It 
rained, and it rained, and it rained, but the water couldn’t 
come up to bis house. It was rather jolly to look down 
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into the valleys and see the water all round him, but it 
rained so hard that he stayed indoors most of the time, 
and thought about things. Every morning he went out 
with his umbrella and put a stick in the place where 
the water came up to, and every next morning he went 
out and couldn’t see his stick any more, so he put an- 
other stick in the place where the water came up to, and 
then he walked home again, and each morning he had a 
shorter way to walk than he had had the morning be- 
fore. On the morning of the fifth day he saw the water all 
round him, and knew that for the first time in his life he 
was on a real island. Which was very exciting. 

It was on this morning that Owl came flying over the 
water to say “How do you do,” to his friend Christopher 
Robin. 

“I say, Owl,” said Christopher Robin, “isn’t this fun? 
I’m on an island!” 

“The atmospheric conditions have been very un- 
favourable lately,” said Owl. 

“The what?” 

“It has been raining,” explained Owl. 

“Yes,” said Christopher Robin. “It has.” 

“The flood-level has reached an unprecedented height.” 

“The who?” 

“There’s a lot of water about,” explained Owl. 

$ 140 


Surrounded by Water 


“Yes,” said Christopher Robin, “there is.” 

“However, the prospects are rapidly becoming more 
favourable. At any moment — ” 

“Have you seen Pooh?” 

“No. At any moment — ” 

“I hope he’s all right,” said Christopher Robin. “I’ve 
been wondering about him. I expect Piglet’s with him. Do 
you think they’re all right, Owl?” 

“I expect so. You see, at any moment — ” 

“Do go and see, Owl. Because Pooh hasn’t got very 
much brain, and he might do something silly, and I do 
love him so, Owl. Do you see. Owl?” 

“That’s all right,” said Owl. “I’ll go. Back directly.” 
And he flew off. 



In a little while he was back again. 
“Pooh isn’t there,” he said. 

“Not there?” 


“Has been there. He’s been sitting on a branch of his 
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tree outside his house with nine pots of honey. But he 
isn’t there now.” 

“Oh, Pooh!” cried Christopher Robin. “Where are you?” 

“Here I am,” said a growly voice behind him. 

“Pooh!” 

They rushed into each other’s arms. 

“How did you get here, Pooh?” asked Christopher 
Robin, when he was ready to talk again. 

“On my boat,” said Pooh proudly. “I had a Very Imp or' 
tant Missage sent me in a bottle, and owing to having got 
some water in my eyes, I couldn’t read it, so I brought it 
to you. On my boat.” / 



With these proud words he gave Christopher Robin 
the missage. 

“But it’s from Piglet!” cried Christopher Robin when 
he had read it. 

“Isn’t there anything about Pooh in it?” asked Bear, 
looking over his shoulder. 

Christopher Robin read the message aloud. 
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“Oh, are those ‘P’s’ Piglets? I thought they were 
Poohs." 

“We must rescue him at once! I thought he was with 
you, Pooh. Owl, could you rescue him on your back?” 

“1 don’t think so,” said Owl, after grave thought. “It is 
doubtful if the necessary dorsal muscles — ” 

“Then would you fly to him at once and say that Res- 
cue is Coming? And Pooh and I will think of a Rescue 
and come as quick as ever we can. Oh, don’t talk, Owl, go 
on quick!” And, still thinking of something to say. Owl 
flew off. 

“Now then. Pooh,” said Christopher Robin, “where’s 
your boat?” 

“1 ought to say,” explained Pooh as they walked down 
to the shore of the island, “that it isn’t just an ordinary 
sort of boat. Sometimes it’s a Boat, and sometimes it’s 
more of an Accident. It all depends.” 

“Depends on what?” 

“On whether I’m on the top of it or underneath it.” 

“Oh! Well, where is it?” 

“There!” said Pooh, pointing proudly to The Floating 
Bear. 

It wasn’t what Christopher Robin expected, and the 
more he looked at it, the more he thought what a Brave 
and Clever Bear Pooh was, and the more Christopher 
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Robin thought this, the more Pooh looked modestly 
down his nose and tried to pretend he wasn’t. 

“But it’s too small for two of us,” said Christopher 
Robin sadly. 

“Three of us with Piglet.” 

“That makes it smaller still. Oh, Pooh Bear, what shall 
we do?” 

And then this Bear, Pooh Bear, Winnie-the-Pooh, 
F.O.P. (Friend of Piglet’s), R.C. (Rabbit’s Companion), 
P.D. (Pole Discoverer), E.C. and T.F. (Eeyore’s Com- 
forter and Tail-finder) — in fact. Pooh himself — said 
something so clever that Christopher Robin could only 
look at him with mouth open and eyes staring, wonder- 
ing if this was really the Bear of Very Little Brain whom 
he had known and loved so long. 

“We might go in your umbrella,” said Pooh. 

“We might go in your umbrella,” said Pooh. 

“We might go in your umbrella,” said Pooh. 

“! ! ! ! ! !” 

For suddenly Christopher Robin saw that they might. 
He opened his umbrella and put it point downwards in 
the water. It floated but wobbled. Pooh got in. He was 
just beginning to say that it was all right now, when he 
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found that it wasn’t, so after a short drink which he didn’t 
really want he waded back to Christopher Robin. Then 
they both got in together, and it wobbled no longer. 



“I shall call this boat The Brain of Pooh,'’ said Chris- 
topher Robin, and The Brain of Pooh set sail forthwith in 
a south-westerly direction, revolving gracefully. 

You can imagine Piglet’s joy when at last the ship came 
in sight of him. In after-years he liked to think that he 
had been in Very Great Danger during the Terrible Flood, 
but the only danger he had really been in was in the last 
half-hour of his imprisonment, when Owl, who had just 
flown up, sat on a branch of his tree to comfort him, and 
told him a very long story about an aunt who had once 
laid a seagull’s egg by mistake, and the story went on and 
on, rather like this sentence, until Piglet who was listen- 
ing out of his window without much hope, went to sleep 
quietly and naturally, slipping slowly out of the window 
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towards the water until he was only hanging on by his 
toes, at which moment luckily, a sudden loud squawk 
from Owl, which was really part of the story, being what 
his aunt said, woke the Piglet up and just gave him time 
to jerk himself back into safety and say, “How interesting, 
and did she?” when — well, you can imagine his joy when 
at last he saw the good ship. The Brain of Pooh ( Captain , 
C. Robin; 1st Mate, P. Bear) coming over the sea to res' 
cue him. 

And that is really the end of the story, and as 1 am very 
tired after that last sentence, I think I shall stop there. 
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IN WHICH 


Christopher Robin 
Gives Pooh a Party, 
and We Say Good'bye 



NE DAY when the sun had come back over the 
Forest, bringing with it the scent of May, and all 
the streams of the Forest were tinkling happily to find 
themselves their own pretty shape again, and the little 
pools lay dreaming of the life they had seen and the big 
things they had done, and in the warmth and quiet of the 
Forest the cuckoo was trying over his voice carefully and 
listening to see if he liked it, and wood-pigeons were com- 
plaining gently to themselves in their lazy comfortable 
way that it was the other fellow’s fault, but it didn’t mat- 
ter very much; on such a day as this Christopher Robin 
whistled in a special way he had, and Owl came flying out 
of the Hundred Acre Wood to see what was wanted. 

“Owl,” said Christopher Robin, “I am going to give a 
party.” 


‘You are, are you?” said Owl. 
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“And it’s to be a special sort of party, because it’s be- 
cause of what Pooh did when he did what he did to save 
Piglet from the flood.” 

“Oh, that’s what it’s for, is it?” said Owl. 

“Yes, so will you tell Pooh as quickly as you can, and 
all the others, because it will be tomorrow.” 

“Oh, it will, will it?” said Owl, still being as helpful as 
possible. 

“So will you go and tell them, Owl?” 

Owl tried to think of something very wise to say, but 
couldn’t, so he flew off to tell the others. And the first 
person he told was Pooh. 

“Pooh,” he said, “Christopher Robin is giving a party.” 

“Oh!” said Pooh. And then seeing that Owl expected 
him to say something else, he said, “Will there be those 
little cake things with pink sugar icing?” 

Owl felt that it was rather beneath him to talk about 
little cake things with pink sugar icing, so he told Pooh 
exactly what Christopher Robin had said, and flew off to 
Eeyore. 

“A party for Me?” thought Pooh to himself. “How 
grand!” And he began to wonder if all the other ani- 
mals would know that it was a special Pooh Party, and if 
Christopher Robin had told them about The Floating Bear 
and The Brain of Pooh and all the wonderful ships he had 
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invented and sailed on, and he began to think how aw- 
ful it would be if everybody had forgotten about it, and 
nobody quite knew what the party was for; and the more 
he thought like this, the more the party got muddled in 



his mind, like a dream when nothing goes right. And the 
dream began to sing itself over in his head until it became 
a sort of song. It was an 

ANXIOUS POOH SONG. 

3 Cheers for Pooh! 

(Far W1*o?) 

For Pooh 

(Why what did be do?) 

I thought you knew; 

He saved his friend from a wetting! 

3 Cheers for Bear! 

(For where?) 

For Bear — 

He couldn't swim, 

But he rescued him! 

(He rescued 
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Oh, listen, do! 

I am talking of Pooh — 

(Of who?) 

Of Pooh! 

(Tm sony / keep forgetting.) 

Well, Pooh was a Bear of Enormous Brain 
f/ust say it again!) 

Of enormous brain — 

(0/ enormous what?) 

Well, he ate a lot, 

And 1 don't know if he could swim or not. 

But he managed to float 
On a sort of boat 
(On a sort of what?) 

Well, a sort of pot — 

So now let’s give him three hearty cheers 
f5o now lets give him three hearty which cs?) 

And hope he'll he with us for years and years. 

And grow in health and wisdom and riches! 

3 Cheers for Pooh! 

(For xofeoPj 
For Pooh — 

3 Cheers for Bear! 

(For wberePj 
For Bear- — 

3 Cheers for the wonderful Winnie-the-Pooh! 

Oust tell me. Somebody — WHAT DID HE DO?) 

While this was going on inside him, Owl was talking 
to Eeyore. 
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“Eeyore,” said Owl, “Christopher Robin is giving a 
party.” 



“Very interesting,” said Eeyore. “I suppose they will 
be sending me down the odd bits which got trodden on. 
Kind and Thoughtful. Not at all, don’t mention it.” 



“There is an Invitation for you.” 
“What’s that like?” 

“An Invitation!” 
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“Yes, I heard you. Who dropped it?” 

“This isn’t anything to eat, it’s asking you to the party. 
Tomorrow.” 

Eeyore shook his head slowly. 

“You mean Piglet. The little fellow with the excited 
ears. That’s Piglet. I’ll tell him.” 

“No, no!” said Owl, getting quite fussy. “It’s you!” 

“Are you sure?” 

“Of course I’m sure. Christopher Robin said All of 
them! Tell all of them. ” 

“All of them, except Eeyore?” 

“All of them,” said Owl sulkily. 

“Ah!” said Eeyore. “A mistake, no doubt, but still, I 
shall come. Only don’t blame me if it rains.” 

But it didn’t rain. Christopher Robin had made a long 
table out of some long pieces of wood, and they all sat 
around it. Christopher Robin sat at one end, and Pooh 
sat at the other, and between them on one side were Owl 
and Eeyore and Piglet, and between them on the other 
side were Rabbit, and Roo and Kanga. And all Rabbit’s 
friends-and-relations spread themselves about on the 
grass, and waited hopefully in case anybody spoke to 
them, or dropped anything, or asked them the time. 

It was the first party to which Roo had ever been, and 
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he was very excited. As soon as ever they had sat down 
he began to talk. 

“Hallo, Pooh!” he squeaked. 

“Hallo, Roo!” said Pooh. 

Roo jumped up and down in his seat for a little while 
and then began again. 

“Hallo, Piglet!” he squeaked. 

Piglet waved a paw at him, being too busy to say any- 
thing. 

“Hallo, Eeyore!” said Roo. 

Eeyore nodded gloomily at him. “It will rain soon, you 
see if it doesn’t,” he said. 

Roo looked to see if it didn’t, and it didn’t, so he said 
“Hallo, Owl!” — and Owl said “Hallo, my little fellow,” in 
a kindly way, and went on telling Christopher Robin about 
an accident which had nearly happened to a friend of his 
whom Christopher Robin didn’t know, and Kanga said to 



¥ 


154 



We Say Good-Bye 


Roo, “Drink up your milk first, dear, and talk afterwards.” 
So Roo, who was drinking his milk, tried to say that he 
could do both at once . . . and had to be patted on the 
back and dried for quite a long time afterwards. 

When they had all nearly eaten enough, Christopher 
Robin banged on the table with his spoon, and everybody 
stopped talking and was very silent, except Roo who was 
just finishing a loud attack of hiccups and trying to look 
as if it was one of Rabbit s relations. 

“This party,” said Christopher Robin, “is a party be' 
cause of what someone did, and we all know who it was, 
and it’s his party, because of what he did, and I’ve got a 
present for him and here it is.” Then he felt about a little 
and whispered, “Where is it?” 

While he was looking, Eeyore coughed in an impressive 
way and began to speak. 

“Friends,” he said, “including oddments, it is a great 
pleasure, or perhaps I had better say it has been a pleasure 
so far, to see you at my party. What I did was nothing. 
Any of you — except Rabbit and Owl and Kanga — would 
have done the same. Oh, and Pooh. My remarks do not, 
of course, apply to Piglet and Roo, because they are too 
small. Any of you would have done the same. But it just 
happened to be Me. It was not, I need hardly say, with 
an idea of getting what Christopher Robin is looking for 
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now” — and he put his front leg to his mouth and said in 
a loud whisper, “Try under the table” — “that I did what 
I did — but because I feel that we should all do what we 
can to help. 1 feel that we should all — ” 

“H — hup!” said Roo accidentally. 

“Roo, dear!” said Kanga reproachfully. 

“Was it me?” asked Roo, a little surprised. 
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What s Eeyore talking about?” Piglet whispered to 
Pooh. 

"I don’t know,” said Pooh rather dolefully. 

“I thought this was y our party.” 

“I thought it was once. But 1 suppose it isn’t.” 

'Td sooner it was yours than Eeyore’s,” said Piglet. 

“So would I,” said Pooh. 
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“H — hup!” said Roo again. 

“AS — I — WAS — SAYING,” said Eeyore loudly and 
sternly, "as I was saying when I was interrupted by vari- 
ous Loud Sounds, I feel that — ” 

“Here it is!” cried Christopher Robin excitedly. “Pass it 
down to silly old Pooh. It’s for Pooh.” 

"For Pooh?” said Eeyore. 

“Of course it is. The best bear in all the world.” 

“1 might have known,” said Eeyore. "After all, one can t 
complain. I have my friends. Somebody spoke to me only 
yesterday. And was it last week or the week before that 
Rabbit bumped into me and said "Bother! The Social 
Round. Always something going on.” 



Nobody was listening, for they were all saying “Open 
it. Pooh,” “What is it, Pooh?” “I know what it is,” “No, 
you don’t” and other helpful remarks of this sort. And of 


If 
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course Pooh was opening it as quickly as ever he could, 
but without cutting the string, because you never know 
when a bit of string might be Useful. At last it was un- 
done. 

When Pooh saw what it was, he nearly fell down, he 
was so pleased. It was a Special Pencil Case. There were 
pencils in it marked “B” for Bear, and pencils marked 
“HB” for Helping Bear, and pencils marked “BB” for 
Brave Bear. There was a knife for sharpening the pencils, 
and india-rubber for rubbing out anything which you had 
spelt wrong, and a ruler for ruling lines for the words 
to walk on, and inches marked on the ruler in case you 
wanted to know how many inches anything was, and Blue 
Pencils and Red Pencils and Green Pencils for saying spe- 
cial things in blue and red and green. And all these lovely 
things were in little pockets of their own in a Special Case 
which shut with a click when you clicked it. And they 
were all for Pooh. 

“Oh!" said Pooh. 

“Oh, Pooh!" said everybody else except Eeyore. 

“Thank-you," growled Pooh. 

But Eeyore was saying to himself, “This writing busi- 
ness. Pencils and what-not. Over-rated, if you ask me. 
Silly stuff. Nothing in it.” 
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Later on, when they had all said “Good-bye and 
“Thank-you” to Christopher Robin, Pooh and Piglet 
walked home thoughtfully together in the golden evening, 
and for a long time they were silent. 

“When you wake up in the morning, Pooh,” said Pig- 
let at last, “what’s the first thing you say to yourself?” 

“What’s for breakfast,” said Pooh. “What do you say, 
Piglet?” 



“I say, I wonder what’s going to happen exciting today ? 
said Piglet. 

Pooh nodded thoughtfully. 

“It’s the same thing,” he said. 

* * * 

“And what did happen?” asked Christopher Robin. 
“When?” 

“Next morning.” 

“1 don’t know.” 

“Could you think and tell me and Pooh sometime?” 


l6o 



We Say Good-bye 


If you wanted it very much.” 

“Pooh does,” said Christopher Robin. 

He gave a deep sigh, picked his bear up by the leg and 
walked off to the door, trailing Winnie-the-Pooh behind 
him. At the door he turned and said “Coming to see me 
have my bath?” 

“I might,” I said. 

“Was Pooh’s pencil case any better than mine?” 



"It was just about the same,” I said. 

He nodded and went out . . . and in a moment I heard 
Winnie 'the -Pooh — hump, hump, hump — going up the 
stairs behind him. 
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You gave me Christopher Robin, and then 
You breathed new life in Pooh. 
Whatever of each has left my pen 
Goes homing back to you. 

My book is ready, and comes to greet 
The mother it longs to see — 

It would be my present to you, my sweet, 
If it weren’t your gift to me. 



ontradiction 


A N INTRODUCTION is to introduce people, but 
Christopher Robin and his friends, who have 
already been introduced to you, are now going to say 
Good-bye. So this is the opposite. When we asked Pooh 
what the opposite of an Introduction was, he said “The 
what of a what?’ which didn’t help us as much as we 
had hoped, but luckily Owl kept his head and told us 
that the opposite of an Introduction, my dear Pooh, was 
a Contradiction; and, as he is very good at long words, I 
am sure that that’s what it is. 

Why we are having a Contradiction is because last 
week when Christopher Robin said to me, “What about 
that story you were going to tell me about what hap- 
pened to Pooh when — I happened to say very quickly, 
“What about nine times a hundred and seven?” And 
when we had done that one, we had one about cows 


going through a gate at two a minute, and there are 
three hundred in the field, so how many are left after an 
hour and a half? We find these very exciting, and when 
we have been excited quite enough, we curl up and go to 
sleep . . . and Pooh, sitting wakeful a little longer on his 
chair by our pillow, thinks Grand Thoughts to himself 
about Nothing, until he, too, closes his eyes and nods 
his head, and follows us on tip-toe into the Forest. There, 
still, we have magic adventures, more wonderful than 
any I have told you about; but now, when we wake up 
in the morning, they are gone before we can catch hold 
of them. How did the last one begin? “One day when 
Pooh was walking in the Forest, there were one hundred 
and seven cows on a gate. . . . No, you sec, we have lost 
it. It was the best, I think. Well, here are some of the 
other ones, all that we shall remember now. But, of 
course, it isn’t really Good-bye, because the Forest will 
always be there . . . and anybody who is Friendly with 
Bears can find it. 
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IN WHICH 

A House Is Built at 
Pooh Corner for Eeyore 


O NE DAY when Pooh Bear had nothing else 
to do, he thought he would do something, 
so he went round to Piglet’s house to see what Piglet was 
doing. It was still snowing as he stumped over the white 
forest track, and he expected to find Piglet warming his 
toes in front of his fire, but to his surprise he saw that 
the door was open, and the more he looked inside the 
more Piglet wasn’t there. 

"He’s out,” said Pooh sadly. “That’s what it is. He’s 
not in. I shall have to go a fast Thinking Walk by myself. 
Bother!” 

But first he thought that he would knock very 
loudly just to make quite sure . . . and while he waited 
for Piglet not to answer, he jumped up and down to 
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keep warm, and a hum came suddenly into his head, 
which seemed to him a Good Hum, such as is Hummed 
Hopefully to Others. 

The more it snows 

(Tiddely pom). 

The more it goes 

(Tiddely pom), 

The more it goes 

(Tiddely pom). 

On snowing. 

And nobody knows 

(Tiddely pom). 

How cold my toes 

(Tiddely pom). 

How cold my toes 

(Tiddely pom), 

Are growing. 


“So what I’ll do,” said Pooh, “is I’ll do this. I’ll just go 
home first and see what the time is, and perhaps 1 11 put 
a muffler round my neck, and then I’ll go and see Eeyore 
and sing it to him.” 

He hurried back to his own house; and his mind was 
so busy on the way with the hum that he was getting 
ready for Eeyore that, when he suddenly saw Piglet sitting 
in his best armchair, he could only stand there rubbing 
his head and wondering whose house he was in. 
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“Hallo, Piglet,” he said. “I thought you were out.” 

“No,” said Piglet, “it's you who were out. Pooh.” 

“So it was,” said Pooh. “I knew one of us was.” 

He looked up at his clock, which had stopped at five 
minutes to eleven some weeks ago. 

“Nearly eleven o’clock,” said Pooh happily. “You’re just 
in time for a little smackerel of something,” and he put 
his head into the cupboard. “And then we’ll go out. Pig- 
let, and sing my song to Eeyore.” 

“Which song, Pooh?” 



“The one we re going to sing to Eeyore, explained 
Pooh. 

The clock was still saying five minutes to eleven when 
Pooh and Piglet set out on their way half an hour later. 
The wind had dropped, and the snow, tired of rushing 
round in circles trying to catch itself up, now fluttered 
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gently down until it found a place on which to rest, and 
sometimes the place was Pooh’s nose and sometimes it 
wasn’t, and in a little while Piglet was wearing a white 
muffler round his neck and feeling more snowy behind 
the ears than he had ever felt before. 



“Pooh,” he said at last, and a little timidly, because he 
didn’t want Pooh to think he was Giving In, “I was just 
wondering. How would it be if we went home now and 
practised your song, and then sang it to Eeyore to-morrow — 
or — or the next day, when we happen to see him. 

“That’s a very good idea, Piglet,’ said Pooh. “We 11 
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practise it now as we go along. But it’s no good 
going home to practise it, because it’s a special Out' 
door Song which Has To Be Sung In The Snow.” 

“Are you sure? asked Piglet anxiously. 

“Well, you’ll see, Piglet, when you listen. Because this 
is how it begins. The more it snows, tiddely pom — ” 

“Tiddely what?” said Piglet. 

“Pom,” said Pooh. “I put that in to make it more 
hummy. The more it goes, tiddely pom, the more — ” 

“Didn’t you say snows?” 

“Yes, but that was before.'’ 

“Before the tiddely pom?” 

“It was a different tiddely pom,” said Pooh, feeling 
rather muddled now. “I’ll sing it to you properly and 
then you’ll see.” 

So he sang it again. 

The more it 
SNOWS-tiddely-pom, 

The more it 
GOES'tiddely'pom 
The more it 
GOES'tiddely'pom 
On 

Snowing. 

And nobody 
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KNOWS'tiddely'pom, 
How cold my 
T OES'tiddcly'pom 
How cold my 
T OES'tiddely'pom 
Are 

Growing. 


He sang it like that, which is much the best way of 
singing it, and when he had finished, he waited for Piglet 
to say that, of all the Outdoor Hums for Snowy Weather 
he had ever heard, this was the best. And, after thinking 
the matter out carefully, Piglet said: 

“Pooh, he said solemnly, “it isn’t the toes so much as 
the ears.” 
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By this time they were getting near Eeyore’s Gloomy 
Place, which was where he lived, and as it was still very 
snowy behind Piglet s ears, and he was getting tired of it, 
they turned into a little pine wood, and sat down on the 
gate which led into it. They were out of the snow now, 
but it was very cold, and to keep themselves warm they 
sang Pooh’s song right through six times, Piglet doing the 
tiddely-poms and Pooh doing the rest of it, and both of 
them thumping on the top of the gate with pieces of stick 
at the proper places. And in a little while they felt much 
warmer, and were able to talk again. 

Tve been thinking,” said Pooh, “and what I’ve been 
thinking is this. I’ve been thinking about Eeyore.” 

“What about Eeyore?” 

“Well, poor Eeyore has nowhere to live. 

“Nor he has,” said Piglet. 

“You have a house, Piglet, and I have a house, and 
they are very good houses. And Christopher Robin has 
a house, and Owl and Kanga and Rabbit have houses, 
and even Rabbit’s friends and relations have houses or 
somethings, but poor Eeyore has nothing. So what I’ve 
been thinking is: Let’s build him a house.” 

“That,” said Piglet, “is a Grand Idea. Where shall we 
build it?” 

“We will build it here, said Pooh, “just by this wood, 
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out of the wind, because this is where I thought of it. 
And we will call this Pooh Corner. And we will build an 
Eeyore House with sticks at Pooh Corner for Eeyore.” 

“There was a heap of sticks on the other side of the 
wood,” said Piglet. “I saw them. Lots and lots. All piled 
up. 

“Thank you, Piglet, said Pooh. “What you have 
just said will be a Great Help to us, and because of it 
I could call this place Poohanpiglet Corner if Pooh 
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Comer didn’t sound better, which it does, being smaller 
and more like a corner. Come along.’ 

So they got down off the gate and went around to the 
other side of the wood to fetch the sticks. 

Christopher Robin had spent the morning indoors gO' 
ing to Africa and back, and he had just got off the boat 
and was wondering what it was like outside, when who 
should come knocking at the door but Eeyore. 

“Hallo, Eeyore,’’ said Christopher Robin, as he opened 
the door and came out. “How are you?' 



“It’s snowing still,” said Eeyore gloomily. 

up # # 

OO It IS. 

“And freezing.” 

“Is it?” 

“Yes, said Eeyore. “However,” he said, brightening up 
a little, “we haven’t had an earthquake lately.” 
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“What’s the matter, Eeyore?” 

“Nothing, Christopher Robin. Nothing important. I 
suppose you haven t seen a house or whatnot anywhere 
about?’’ 

“What sort of a house?” 

“Just a house.” 

“Who lives there?” 

“I do. At least I thought I did. But I suppose I don’t. 
After all, we can’t all have houses.” 

“But Eeyore, 1 didn’t know. I always thought — ” 



“I don t know how it is, Christopher Robin, but 
what with all this snow and one thing and another, 
not to mention icicles and suchdike, it isn t so Hot in 
my field about three o’clock in the morning as some 
people think it is. It isn't Close, if you know what I 
mean — not so as to be uncomfortable. It isn’t Stuffy. 

^ - 


Pooh Builds a House 


In fact, Christopher Robin,” he went on in a loud 
whisper, “quite'between'ourselves-and'don’t'telbanybody, 
it’s Cold.” 



“Oh, Eeyore!” 

“And I said to myself: The others will be sorry if I’m 
getting myself all cold. They haven’t got Brains, any of 
them, only grey fluff that’s blown into their heads by 
mistake, and they don’t Think, but if it goes on snow- 
ing for another six weeks or so, one of them will begin 
to say to himself: ‘Eeyore can’t be so very much too Hot 
about three o’clock in the morning.’ And then it will Get 
About. And they’ll be Sorry.” 

“Oh, Eeyore!” said Christopher Robin, feeling very 
sorry already. 

“I don’t mean you, Christopher Robin. You’re different. 
So what it all comes to is that I built myself a house down 
by my little wood.” 

“Did you really? How exciting!” 
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“The really exciting part,” said Eeyore in his most melan- 
choly voice, “is that when I left it this morning it was there, 
and when I came back it wasn’t. Not at all, very natural, 
and it was only Eeyore’s house. But still 1 just wondered. ’ 

Christopher Robin didn’t stop to wonder. He was 
already back in bis house, putting on his waterproof hat, 
his waterproof boots and his waterproof macintosh as 
fast as he could. 

“We’ll go and look for it at once,” he called out to Eeyore. 

“Sometimes,” said Eeyore, “when people have quite finished 
taking a person’s house, there are one or two bits which they 
don’t want and are rather glad for the person to take back, if 
you know what I mean. So I thought if we just went — ” 

“Come on,” said Christopher Robin, and off they hur- 
ried, and in a very little time they got to the corner of the 
field by the side of the pine-wood, where Eeyore’s house 
wasn’t any longer. 

“There!” said Eeyore. “Not a stick of it left! Of course, 
I’ve still got all this snow to do what I like with. One 
mustn’t complain.” 

But Christopher Robin wasn’t listening to Eeyore, he 
was listening to something else. 

“Can’t you hear it?” he asked. 

“What is it? Somebody laughing?” 

Listen. 
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They both listened . . . and they heard a deep gruff 
voice saying in a singing voice that the more it snowed 
the more it went on snowing and a small high voice 
tiddely-pomming in between. 

“It’s Pooh,” said Christopher Robin excitedly. 

Possibly, said Eeyore. 

“And Piglet!” said Christoph er Robin excitedly. 

“Probably,” said Eeyore. “What we want is a Trained 
Bloodhound.” 

The words of the song changed suddenly. 

Wcvc finished our HOUSE ! sang the gruff voice. 

‘ Tiddely'pom /” sang the squeaky one. 

“ It’s a beautiful HOUSE ” 

“Tiddely'pom. . . 

“I wish it were MINE. . . 

“Tiddely'pom. . . 
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“Pooh!” shouted Christopher Robin. . . . 

The singers on the gate stopped suddenly. 

“It’s Christopher Robin!” said Pooh eagerly. 

“He’s round by the place where we got all those sticks 
from,” said Piglet. 

“Come on, said Pooh. 

They climbed down their gate and hurried round the 
corner of the wood, Pooh making welcoming noises all 
the way. 

“Why, here is Eeyore,” said Pooh, when he had fin- 
ished hugging Christopher Robin, and he nudged Piglet, 
and Piglet nudged him, and they thought to themselves 
what a lovely surprise they had got ready. 

“Hallo, Eeyore.” 

“Same to you, Pooh Bear, and twice on Thursdays, 
said Eeyore gloomily. 

Before Pooh could say: “Why Thursdays?” Chris- 
topher Robin began to explain the sad story of Eeyore’s 
Lost House. And Pooh and Piglet listened, and their eyes 
seemed to get bigger and bigger. 

“Where did you say it was? asked Pooh. 

“Just here,” said Eeyore. 

“Made of sticks?” 

“Yes.” 

“Oh!” said Piglet. 
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“What? said Eeyore. 

I just said ‘Oh!’” said Piglet nervously. And so as 
to seem quite at ease he hummed Tiddely-pom once or 
twice in a what'shall-we-do-now kind of way. 

“You’re sure it was a house?” said Pooh. “I mean, you’re 
sure the house was just here?” 

‘Of course I am,” said Eeyore. And he murmured to 
himself, “No brain at all some of them.” 

“Why, what’s the matter, Pooh?” asked Christopher 
Robin. 

“Well,” said Pooh “The fact is, ’’said Pooh “Well, 

the fact is, said Pooh. . . . “You see,” said Pooh. . . . “It’s like 
this, said Pooh, and something seemed to tell him that 
he wasn’t explaining very well, and he nudged Piglet again. 

“It’s like this,” said Piglet quickly. . . . “Only warmer,” 
he added after deep thought. 

“What’s warmer?” 

“The other side of the wood, where Eeyore’s house is.” 

“My house?” said Eeyore. “My house was here.” 

“No,” said Piglet firmly. “The other side of the wood.” 

“Because of being warmer,” said Pooh. 

“But I ought to know — ” 

Come and look,” said Piglet simply, and he led the way. 

“There wouldn’t be two houses,” said Pooh. “Not so 
close together.” 
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They came round the corner, and there was Eeyore s 
house, looking as comfy as anything. 

“There you are,” said Piglet. 

“Inside as well as outside, said Pooh proudly. 

Eeyore went inside . . . and came out again. 

“It’s a remarkable thing, he said. It is my house, 
and I built it where I said I did, so the wind must have 
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blown it here. And the wind blew it right over the wood, 
and blew it down here, and here it is as good as ever. 
In fact, better in places.” 

Much better,” said Pooh and Piglet together. 

It just shows what can be done by taking a little 
trouble,” said Eeyore. “Do you see, Pooh? Do you 
see, Piglet? Brains first and then Hard Work. Look at 
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it! That’s the way to build a house,” said Eeyore proudly. 

So they left him in it; and Christopher Robin went back 
to lunch with his friends Pooh and Piglet, and on the way 
they told him of the Awful Mistake they had made. And 
when he had finished laughing, they all sang the Outdoor 
Song for Snowy Weather the rest of the way home, Pig' 
let, who was still not quite sure of his voice, putting in the 
tiddely-poms again. 

“And I know it seems easy,” said Piglet to himself, but it 
isn’t everyone who could do it. 
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IN WHICH 

Tigger Comes to the Forest 
and Has Breakfast 



INNIE'THE'POOH woke up suddenly in the 
middle of the night and listened. Then he 
got out of bed, and lit his candle, and stumped across the 
room to see if anybody was trying to get into his honey- 
cupboard, and they weren’t, so he stumped back again, 
blew out his candle, and got into bed. Then he heard the 
noise again. 

“Is that you, Piglet?” he said. 

But it wasn’t. 

“Come in, Christopher Robin,” he said. 

But Christopher Robin didn’t. 

“Tell me about it tomorrow, Eeyore,” said Pooh sleepily. 

But the noise went on. 

“Won aw on aw on aw on aw on a, ” said Whatever-it-was, 
and Pooh found that he wasn t asleep after all. 
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“What can it be? he thought. There are lots of noises 
in the Forest, but this is a different one. It isn’t a growl, 
and it isn t a purr, and it isn t a bark, and it isn t the 

noise'you'tnake'before'beginning'a'piece-of'poetry, but it s 

a noise of some kind, made by a strange animal. And he s 
making it outside my door. So 1 shall get up and ask him 
not to do it.” 



He got out of bed and opened his front door. 

“Hallo!” said Pooh, in case there was anything out' 
side. 

“Hallo!” said Whatever-it'was. 

“Oh!” said Pooh. “Hallo!” 

“Hallo!” 

“Oh, there you are!” said Pooh. Hallo! 

“Hallo!” said the Strange Animal, wondering how long 
this was going on. 




2 2 


Tiggcr Has Breakfast 


Pooh was just going to say “Hallo!” for the fourth 
time when he thought that he wouldn’t so he said: 
“Who is it?” instead. 

“Me,” said a voice. 

“Oh!” said Pooh. “Well, come here.” 

So Whatever-it'was came here, and in the light of the 
candle he and Pooh looked at each other. 

“I’m Pooh,” said Pooh. 

“I’m Tigger,” said Tigger. 

“Oh! said Pooh, for he had never seen an animal like 
this before. “Does Christopher Robin know about you?” 

“Of course he does,” said Tigger. 

“Well,” said Pooh, “it’s the middle of the night, which is 
a good time for going to sleep. And tomorrow morning we ll 
have some honey for breakfast. Do Tiggers like honey?” 

“They like everything,” said Tigger cheerfully. 

“Then if they like going to sleep on the floor, I’ll go back to 
bed, said Pooh, “and we ll do things in the morning. Good 
night. And he got back into bed and went fast asleep. 

When he awoke in the morning, the first thing he saw 
was Tigger, sitting in front of the glass and looking at himself. 

“Hallo!” said Pooh. 

“Hallo! said Tigger. “I’ve found somebody just like 
me. I thought I was the only one of them.” 
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Pooh got out of bed, and began to explain what a 
looking-glass was, but just as he was getting to the inter- 
esting part, Tigger said: 

“Excuse me a moment, but there s something climbing 
up your table,” and with one loud Worrcnvomnvorra- 
worraworra he jumped at the end of the tablecloth, pulled 
it to the ground, wrapped himself up in it three times, 
rolled to the other end of the room, and, after a terrible 
struggle, got his head into the daylight again, and said 
cheerfully: “Have I won?” 

“That’s my tablecloth,” said Pooh, as he began to un- 
wind Tigger. 

“I wondered what it was,” said Tigger. 

“It goes on the table and you put things on it.” 
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“Then why did it try to bite me when I wasn’t look' 
ing? 

“I don’t think it did,’’ said Pooh. 

“It tried,’’ said Tigger, “but I was too quick for it.” 

Pooh put the cloth back on the table, and he put a large 
honey-pot on the cloth, and they sat down to breakfast. 
And as soon as they sat down, Tigger took a large mouth- 
ful of honey . . . and he looked up at the ceiling with his 
head on one side, and made exploring noises with his 
tongue and considering noises, and what-have-we-got-bere 
noises . . . and then he said in a very decided voice: 



“Tiggers don’t like honey.” 

“Oh! said Pooh, and tried to make it sound Sad and 
Regretful. “I thought they liked everything. 

“Everything except honey,” said Tigger. 
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Pooh felt rather pleased about this, and said that, as 
soon as he had finished his own breakfast, he would take 
Tigger round to Piglet’s house, and Tigger could try some 
of Piglet’s haycorns. 

“Thank you. Pooh,” said Tigger, “because haycorns is 
really what Tiggers like best. 

So after breakfast they went round to see Piglet, and 
Pooh explained as they went that Piglet was a Very Small 
Animal who didn’t like bouncing, and asked Tigger not 
to be too Bouncy just at first. And Tigger, who had 
been hiding behind trees and jumping out on Pooh’s 
shadow when it wasn’t looking, said that Tiggers were 
only bouncy before breakfast, and that as soon as they 
had had a few haycorns they became Quiet and Refined. 
So by and by they knocked at the door of Piglet’s house. 

“Hallo, Pooh,” said Piglet. 

“Hallo, Piglet. This is Tigger.” 

“Oh, is it?” said Piglet, and he edged round to the other 
side of the table. “I thought Tiggers were smaller than that.” 

“Not the big ones,” said Tigger. 

“They like haycorns,” said Pooh, “so that’s what we ve 
come for, because poor Tigger hasn’t had any break- 
fast yet.” 

Piglet pushed the bowl of haycorns towards Tig- 
ger, and said: “Help yourself,” and then he got close 
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up to Pooh and felt much braver, and said, “So you’re 
Tigger? Well, well!” in a careless sort of voice. But Tigger 
said nothing because his mouth was full of haycorns. . . . 

After a long munching noise he said: 

“Ee'ers o i aors. ” 

And when Pooh and Piglet said “What?” he said 

“Skoos ee,” and went outside for a moment. 

When he came back he said firmly: 

“Tiggers don’t like haycorns.” 

“But you said they liked everything except honey,” said 
Pooh. 

“Everything except honey and haycorns,” explained 
Tigger. 

When he heard this Pooh said, “Oh, I see!” and Pig' 
let, who was rather glad that Tiggers didn’t like haycorns, 
said, “What about thistles?” 

“Thistles,” said Tigger, “is what Tiggers like best.” 
“Then let’s go along and see Eeyore,” said Piglet. 

So the three of them went; and after they had walked 
and walked and walked, they came to the part of the For' 
est where Eeyore was. 

“Hallo, Eeyore!” said Pooh. “This is Tigger.” 

“What is?” said Eeyore. 

“This,” explained Pooh and Piglet together, and Tigger 
smiled his happiest smile and said nothing. 
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Eeyore walked all round Tigger one way, and then 
turned and walked all round him the other way. 

“What did you say it was?” he asked. 

U-TP' 

Tigger. 

“Ah!” said Eeyore. 

“He’s just come,” explained Piglet. 

“Ah!” said Eeyore again. 

He thought for a long time and then said: 

“When is he going?” 

Pooh explained to Eeyore that Tigger was a great friend 
of Christopher Robin’s, who had come to stay in the 
Forest, and Piglet explained to Tigger that he mustn’t 
mind what Eeyore said because he was always gloomy; 
and Eeyore explained to Piglet that, on the contrary, he 
was feeling particularly cheerful this morning; and Tigger 
explained to anybody who was listening that he hadn’t 
had any breakfast yet. 

“I knew there was something,” said Pooh. “Tiggers always 
eat thistles, so that was why we came to see you, Eeyore.” 

“Don’t mention it. Pooh.” 

“Oh, Eeyore, I didn’t mean that I didn’t want to see 
you — 

"Quite — quite. But your new stripy friend — natU" 
rally, he wants his breakfast. What did you say his name 
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U-T-. M 

Tigger. 

“Then come this way, Tigger.” 

Eeyore led the way to the most thistly-looking patch of 
thistles that ever was, and waved a hoof at it. 

“A little patch I was keeping for my birthday,” he said; 
“but, after all, what are birthdays? Here today and gone 
tomorrow. Help yourself, Tigger.” 

Tigger thanked him and looked a little anxiously at 
Pooh. 

“Are these really thistles?” he whispered. 

“Yes,” said Pooh. 

“What Tiggers like best?” 

“That’s right,” said Pooh. 

“I see,” said Tigger. 

So he took a large mouthful, and he gave a large crunch. 

“Ow!" said Tigger. 

He sat down and put his paw in his mouth. 

“What’s the matter?” asked Pooh. 

“Hot/” mumbled Tigger. 

“Your friend,” said Eeyore, “appears to have bitten on 
a bee.” 

Pooh’s friend stopped shaking his head to get 
the prickles out, and explained that Tiggers didn’t like 
thistles. 

“Then why bend a perfectly good one? asked Eeyore. 
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“But you said,” began Pooh — “you said that Tiggers 
like everything except honey and haycorns.” 

“ And thistles,” said Tigger, who was now running 
round in circles with his tongue hanging out. 

Pooh looked at him sadly. 

“What are we going to do?” he asked Piglet. 

Piglet knew the answer to that, and he said at once that 
they must go and see Christopher Robin. 

“You’ll find him with Kanga,” said Eeyore. He came 
close to Pooh, and said in a loud whisper: 

“Could you ask your friend to do his exercises some' 
where else? I shall be having lunch directly, and don’t 
want it bounced on just before I begin. A trifling matter, 
and fussy of me, but we all have our little ways.” 

Pooh nodded solemnly and called to Tigger. 

“Come along and we ll go and see Kanga. She’s sure to 
have lots of breakfast for you.” 

Tigger finished his last circle and came up to Pooh and 
Piglet. 
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“Hot!” he explained with a large and friendly smile. 
“Come on!” and he rushed off. 

Pooh and Piglet walked slowly after him. And as they 
walked Piglet said nothing, because he couldn’t think of 
anything, and Pooh said nothing, because he was think- 
ing of a poem. And when he had thought of it he began: 

What shall we do about 
poor little Tigger? 

If he never eats nothing he’ll 
never get bigger. 

He doesn’t like honey and haycorns 
and thistles 

Because of the taste and because of 
the bristles. 

And all the good things which an 
animal likes 

Have the wrong sort of swallow or 
too many spikes. 

“He’s quite big enough anyhow,” said Piglet. 

“He isn’t really very big.” 

“Well, he seems so.” 

Pooh was thoughtful when he heard this, and then he 
murmured to himself: 

But whatever his weight in pounds, 
shillings, and ounces. 

He always seems bigger 
because of his bounces. 
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“And that’s the whole poem,’’ he said. “Do you like it. 
Piglet?” 

“All except the shillings,” said Piglet. “I don’t think 
they ought to be there.” 

“They wanted to come in after the pounds,” explained 
Pooh, “so I let them. It is the best way to write poetry, 
letting things come.” 

“Oh, I didn’t know,” said Piglet. 


Tigger had been bouncing in front of them all this 
time, turning round every now and then to ask, “Is this 
the way?” — and now at last they came in sight of Kanga’s 
house, and there was Christopher Robin. Tigger rushed 
up to him. 

“Oh, there you are, Tigger!” said Christopher Robin. “I 
knew you’d be somewhere.” 

“I’ve been finding things in the Forest,” said Tigger inv 
portantly. “I’ve found a pooh and a piglet and an eeyore, 
but I can’t find any breakfast.” 

Pooh and Piglet came up and hugged Christopher Rob- 
in, and explained what had been happening. 

“Don’tj'ou know what Tiggers like?” asked Pooh. 

“I expect if I thought very hard I should,” said Christo- 
pher Robin, “but I thought Tigger knew.” 
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“I do,” said Tigger. “Everything there is in the world 
except honey and haycorns and — what were those hot 
things called?” 

“Thistles.” 

“Yes, and those.” 

“Oh, well then, Kanga can give you some breakfast. 

So they went into Kanga’s house, and when Roo had 
said “Hallo, Pooh” and “Hallo, Piglet” once, and “Hallo, 
Tigger” twice, because he had never said it before and it 
sounded funny, they told Kanga what they wanted, and 
Kanga said very kindly, “Well, look in my cupboard, Tig- 
ger dear, and see what you’d like. Because she knew at 
once that, however big Tigger seemed to be, he wanted as 
much kindness as Roo. 

“Shall I look, too? said Pooh, who was beginning to 
feel a little eleven o’clockish. And he found a small tin of 
condensed milk, and something seemed to tell him that 
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Tiggers didn’t like this, so he took it into a corner by it- 
self, and went with it to see that nobody interrupted it. 

But the more Tigger put his nose into this and his paw 
into that, the more things he found which Tiggers didn’t 
like. And when he had found everything in the cupboard, 
and couldn’t eat any of it, he said to Kanga, “What hap- 
pens now?” 

But Kanga and Christopher Robin and Piglet were all 
standing round Roo, watching him have his Extract of 
Malt. And Roo was saying, “Must I?” and Kanga was say- 
ing “Now, Roo dear, you remember what you promised.” 

“What is it?” whispered Tigger to Piglet. 

“His Strengthening Medicine,” said Piglet. “He hates it.” 

So Tigger came closer, and he leant over the back of 
Roo’s chair, and suddenly he put out his tongue, and took 
one large golollop, and, with a sudden jump of surprise, 
Kanga said, “Oh!” and then clutched at the spoon again 
just as it was disappearing, and pulled it safely back out 
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of Tigger’s mouth. But the Extract of Malt had gone. 

“Tigger dear!" said Kanga. 

“He’s taken my medicine, he’s taken my medicine, he’s 
taken my medicine!’’ sang Roo happily, thinking it was a 
tremendous joke. 

Then Tigger looked up at the ceiling, and closed his 
eyes, and his tongue went round and round his chops, 
in case he had left any outside, and a peaceful smile came 
over his face as he said, “So that's what Tiggers like!” 

Which explains why he always lived at Kanga’s house 
afterwards, and had Extract of Malt for breakfast, dinner, 
and tea. And sometimes, when Kanga thought he wanted 
strengthening, he had a spoonful or two of Roo’s break- 
fast after meals as medicine. 

“But / think,” said Piglet to Pooh, “that he’s been 
strengthened quite enough.” 
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IN WHICH 


A Search Is Organdized, 
and Piglet Nearly Meets 
the Heffalump Again 


OOH WAS SITTING in his house one day, 
counting his pots of honey, when there came 
a knock on the door. 

“Fourteen,’ said Pooh. Come in. Fourteen. Or was it 
fifteen? Bother. That’s muddled me.” 




“Hallo, Pooh,” said Rabbit. 

“Hallo, Rabbit. Fourteen, wasn’t it?” 
“What was?” 

“My pots of honey what I was counting. 
“Fourteen, that’s right” 
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“Are you sure?” 

“No,” said Rabbit. “Does it matter?” 

“I just like to know,” said Pooh humbly. “So as I can 
say to myself: ‘I’ve got fourteen pots of honey left.' Or 
fifteen, as the case may be. It’s sort of comforting.” 

“Well, let’s call it sixteen,” said Rabbit. “What I came 
to say was: Have you seen Small anywhere about?” 

“I don’t think so,” said Pooh. And then, after thinking 
a little more, he said: “Who is Small?” 

“One of my friends-and-relations,” said Rabbit carelessly. 

This didn’t help Pooh much, because Rabbit had so 
many friends-and-relations, and of such different sorts 
and sizes, that he didn’t know whether he ought to be 
looking for Small at the top of an oak-tree or in the petal 
of a buttercup. 

“I haven’t seen anybody today,” said Pooh, “not so as to 
say ‘Hallo, Small,’ to. Did you want him for anything?” 

“I don’t want him,” said Rabbit. “But it’s always useful 
to know where a friend-and-relation is, whether you want 
him or whether you don’t.” 

“Oh, I see,” said Pooh. “Is he lost?” 

“Well,” said Rabbit, “nobody has seen him for a 
long time, so I suppose he is. Anyhow,” he went on 
importantly, “I promised Christopher Robin I’d Organize 
a Search for him, so come on.” 
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Pooh said good-bye affectionately to his fourteen pots 
of honey, and hoped they were fifteen; and he and Rabbit 
went out into the Forest. 

“Now,” said Rabbit, “this is a Search, and I’ve Organ- 
ized it — ” 

“Done what to it?” said Pooh. 

“Organized it. Which means — well, it’s what you do 
to a Search, when you don’t all look in the same place at 
once. So I want you, Pooh, to search by the Six Pine Trees 
first, and then work your way towards Owl’s House, and 
look out for me there. Do you see?’ 

“No,” said Pooh. “What — ” 

“Then I’ll see you at Owl’s House in about an hour’s 
time.” 

“Is Piglet organdized too?” 

“We all are, said Rabbit, and off he went. 

As soon as Rabbit was out of sight, Pooh remembered 
that he had forgotten to ask who Small was, and whether 
he was the sort of friend-and-relation who settled on one’s 
nose, or the sort who got trodden on by mistake, and as 
it was Too Late Now, he thought he would begin the 
Hunt by looking for Piglet, and asking him what they 
were looking for before he looked for it. 
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“And it’s no good looking at the Six Pine Trees for Pig- 
let,” said Pooh to himself, “because he’s been organdized 
in a special place of his own. So 1 shall have to look for the 
Special Place first. I wonder where it is.” And he wrote it 
down in his head like this: 


Order of Looking for Things 


1 . Special Place. 

2. Piglet. 

3. Small. 

4. Rabbit. 

5. Small Again. 


(To find Piglet.) 

(To find who Small is.) 

(To find Small.) 

(To tell him Tve found Small.) 
(To tell him Tve found Rabbit.) 


“Which makes it look like a bothering sort of day, 
thought Pooh, as he stumped along. 

The next moment the day became very bothering 
indeed, because Pooh was so busy not looking where he 
was going that he stepped on a piece of the Forest which 
had been left out by mistake; and he only just had time 
to think to himself: “Pm flying. What Owl does. I wonder 
how you stop — when he stopped. 

Bump ! 

“Ow!” squeaked something. 

“That’s funny,’ thought Pooh. “I said c Ow! without 
really oo’ing.” 

“Help!” said a small, high voice. 
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“That’s me again,” thought Pooh. “I’ve had an Accident, 
and fallen down a well, and my voice has gone all squeaky 
and works before I’m ready for it, because I’ve done 
something to myself inside, Bother!” 



“Help-help!” 

“There you are! I say things when I’m not trying. So 
it must be a very bad Accident.” And then he thought 
that perhaps when he did try to say things he wouldn t 
be able to; so, to make sure, he said loudly: “A Very Bad 
Accident to Pooh Bear.” 

“Pooh!” squeaked the voice. 

“It’s Piglet!” cried Pooh eagerly. “Where are you?” 
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“Underneath,” said Piglet In an underneath sort of 
way. 

“Underneath what?” 

“You, squeaked Piglet. “Get up! 



“Oh!” said Pooh, and scrambled up as quickly as he 
could. “Did I fall on you. Piglet?” 

“You fell on me,” said Piglet, feeling himself all over. 

“I didn’t mean to,” said Pooh sorrowfully. 

“I didn’t mean to be underneath, said Piglet sadly. “But 
I’m all right now, Pooh, and I am so glad it was you.’ 
“What’s happened? said Pooh. “Where are we? 

“I think we re in a sort of Pit. I was walking along, 
looking for somebody, and then suddenly 1 wasn t any 
more, and just when I got up to see where I was, some- 
thing fell on me. And it was you.” 

“So it was,” said Pooh. 
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“Yes,” said Piglet. “Pooh, he went on nervously, and 
came a little closer, “do you think we re in a trap? 

Pooh hadn’t thought about it at all, but now he 
nodded. For suddenly he remembered how he and Piglet 
had once made a Pooh Trap for Heffalumps, and he 
guessed what had happened. He and Piglet had fallen 
into a Heffalump Trap for Poohs! That was what it 
was. 

“What happens when the Heffalump comes?” asked 
Piglet tremblingly, when he had heard the news. 

“Perhaps he won’t notice you, Piglet,” said Pooh en- 
couragingly, “because you’re a Very Small Animal.” 

“But he’ll notice you, Pooh.” 

“He’ll notice me, and I shall notice him” said Pooh, 
thinking it out. “We ll notice each other for a long time, 
and then he’ll say: ‘Ho-bof” 

Piglet shivered a little at the thought 
of that “HoTo! ” and his ears began to 
twitch. 

“W'what will^you say?” he asked. 

Pooh tried to think of something he would say, but the 
more he thought, the more he felt that there is no real 
answer to “Ho-foo. 1 ” said by a Heffalump in the sort of 
voice this Heffalump was going to say it in. 
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“I shan’t say anything, said Pooh at last. “I shall just 
hum to myself, as if I was waiting for something.” 

“Then perhaps he’ll say, ‘Ho-bo!’ again?” suggested Pig' 
let anxiously. 

“He will,” said Pooh. 

Piglet’s ears twitched so quickly that he had to lean 
them against the side of the Trap to keep them quiet. 

“He will say it again,” said Pooh, “and I shall go on 
humming. And that will Upset him. Because when you 
say ‘HoTo’ twice, in a gloating sort of way, and the other 
person only hums, you suddenly find, just as you begin to 
say it the third time — that — well, you find — ” 

“What?” 

“That it isn’t,” said Pooh. 

“Isn’t what?” 

Pooh knew what he meant, but, being a Bear of Very 
Little Brain, couldn’t think of the words. 

“Well, it just isn’t,” he said again. 

“You mean it isn’t hoTo-ish any more?” said Piglet 
hopefully. 

Pooh looked at him admiringly and said that that was 
what he meant — if you went on humming all the time, 
because you couldn’t go on saying “HoTo!” for ever. 

“But he’ll say something else,” said Piglet. 

“That’s just it. He’ll say: ‘What’s all this? And then 
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l shall say — and this is a very good idea, Piglet, which I’ve 
just thought of — I shall say: It s a trap for a Hefifalump 
which I’ve made, and I’m waiting for the Heffalump to fall 
in.’ And I shall go on humming. That will Unsettle him.” 

“Pooh!” cried Piglet, and now it was his turn to be the 
admiring one. “You’ve saved us!” 

“Have I?” said Pooh, not feeling quite sure. 

But Piglet was quite sure; and his mind ran on, and he 
saw Pooh and the Heffalump talking to each other, and 
he thought suddenly, and a little sadly, that it would have 
been rather nice if it had been Piglet and the Heffalump 
talking so grandly to each other, and not Pooh, much as 
he loved Pooh; because he really had more brain than 
Pooh, and the conversation would go better if he and not 
Pooh were doing one side of it, and it would be comfort- 
ing afterwards in the evenings to look back on the day 
when he answered a Heffalump back as bravely as if the 
Heffalump wasn t there. It seemed so easy now. He knew 
just what he would say: 

Heffalump (gloatingly): “Ho -bo!” 

Piglet (carelessly): “Tra-la-la, tra-la-la.” 

Heffalump ( surprised , and not quite so sure of himself): 
“Ho -bo/” 

PlGLET (more carelessly still): “Tiddle-um-tum, riddle- 
um-tum.” 
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Heffalump [beginning to say Ho'ho and turning it awk' 
wardly into a cough): “H’r’m! What s all this? 

PlGLET (surprised): “Hullo! This is a trap I’ve made, 
and I’m waiting for a Heffalump to fall into it. 

Heffalump ( greatly disappointed): “Oh! (after a long 
silence): “Are you sure?” 

Piglet: “Yes.” 

Heffalump: “Oh!” (nervously): “I — I thought it was a 
trap I’d made to catch Piglets.” 

Piglet (surprised): “Oh, no!” 

Heffalump: “Oh! ( apologetically ): “I — I must have 
got it wrong, then.” 

Piglet: “I’m afraid so.” (politely): “I’m sorry. (He goes 
on bumming.) 

Heffalump: “Well — well — I — well. I suppose I d bet' 
ter be getting back?” 

Piglet (looking up carelessly): “Must you? Well, if you 
see Christopher Robin anywhere, you might tell him I 
want him.” 

Heffalump (eager to please): “Certainly! Certainly! 
(He hurries off) 

Pooh (who wasn’t going to be there, but we find we can t do 
without him): “Oh, Piglet, how brave and clever you are!” 

PlGLET (modestly): “Not at all, Pooh. (And then, when 
Christopher Robin comes. Pooh can tell him all about it.) 
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While Piglet was dreaming this happy dream, and 
Pooh was wondering again whether it was fourteen or 
fifteen, the Search for Small was still going on all over 
the Forest. Small’s real name was Very Small Beetle, 
but he was called Small for short, when he was spoken 
to at all, which hardly ever happened except when 
somebody said: “ Really , Small!” He had been staying 
with Christopher Robin for a few seconds, and he started 
round a gorse-bush for exercise, but instead of coming 
back the other way, as expected, he hadn’t, so nobody 
knew where he was. 



I expect he s just gone home,” said Christopher Robin 
to Rabbit. 

Did he say Good'bye'and'thank'you-for'a-nice'time?” 
said Rabbit. 
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“He d only just said how-do-you-do, said Christopher 
Robin. 

“Ha!” said Rabbit. After thinking a little, be went on: 
“Has he written a letter saying how much he enjoyed him- 
self, and how sorry he was he had to go so suddenly? 

Christopher Robin didn’t think he had. 

“Ha!” said Rabbit again, and looked very important. 
“This is Serious. He is Lost. We must begin the Search 
at once.” 

Christopher Robin, who was thinking of something 
else, said: “Where’s Pooh?” — but Rabbit had gone. So 
he went into his house and drew a picture of Pooh going 
a long walk at about seven o’clock in the morning, and 
then he climbed to the top of his tree and climbed down 
again, and then he wondered what Pooh was doing, and 
went across the Forest to see. 

It was not long before he came to the Gravel Pit, and 
he looked down, and there were Pooh and Piglet, with 
their backs to him, dreaming happily. 

“Ho-bo!” said Christopher Robin loudly and suddenly. 

Piglet jumped six inches in the air with Surprise and 
Anxiety, but Pooh went on dreaming. 

“It’s the Heffalump!” thought Piglet nervously. “Now, 
then!” He hummed in his throat a little, so that 
none of the words should stick, and then, in the most 
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delightfully easy way, he said: Tradada, tradada, as if 
he had just thought of it. But he didn’t look round, be* 
cause if you look round and see a Very Fierce Heffalump 
looking down at you, sometimes you forget what you 
were going to say. Runvtunvtunvtiddle^um, said Chris' 
topher Robin in a voice like Pooh s. Because Pooh had 
once invented a song which went: 


Tra4a4a, tra4a4a, 
Tradada, tradada, 
Rum-tum-tum'tidcilc'urri. 


So whenever Christopher Robin sings it, he always 
sinews it in a Poohwoice, which seems to suit it better. 
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He s said the wrong thing, thought Piglet anxiously. 
“He ought to have said, ‘Ho -bo!’ again. Perhaps I had bet- 
ter say it for him.” And, as fiercely as he could, Piglet 
said: “Ho -bo!” 

“How did you get there, Piglet?” said Christopher Robin 
in his ordinary voice. 

“This is Terrible,” thought Piglet. “First he talks in 
Pooh’s voice, and then he talks in Christopher Robin’s 
voice, and he’s doing it so as to Unsettle me.” And be- 
ing now Completely Unsettled, he said very quickly and 
squeakily: This is a trap for Poohs, and I’m waiting to fall 
in it, ho -bo, what’s all this, and then I say ho-feo again.” 

‘What? said Christopher Robin. 

“A trap for ho-ho’s,” said Piglet huskily. “I’ve just made 
it, and I’m waiting for the ho-ho to come-come.” 

How long Piglet would have gone on like this I don’t 
know, but at that moment Pooh woke up suddenly and 
decided that it was sixteen. So he got up; and as he turned 
his head so as to soothe himself in that awkward place in 
the middle of the back where something was tickling him, 
he saw Christopher Robin. 

‘Hallo! he shouted joyfully. 

“Hallo, Pooh.” 

Piglet looked up, and looked away again. And he 
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felt so Foolish and Uncomfortable that he had almost 
decided to run away to Sea and be a Sailor, when suddenly 


he saw something. 



“Pooh!” he cried. “There’s something climbing up your 


back. 


I thought there was,” said Pooh. 


“It’s Small!” cried Piglet. 

“Oh, that’s who it is, is it?” said Pooh. 

“Christopher Robin, I’ve found Small!” cried Piglet. 
“Well done, Piglet,” said Christopher Robin. 

And at these encouraging words Piglet felt quite happy 
again, and decided not to be a Sailor after all. So when 
Christopher Robin had helped them out ot the Gravel Pit, 
they all went off together hand-in-hand. 

And two days later Rabbit happened to meet Eeyore in 

the Forest. 
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“Hallo, Eeyore,” he said, “what are you looking for?” 

Small, of course,” said Eeyore. “Haven’t you any 
brain?” 

“Oh, but didn’t I tell you?” said Rabbit. “Small was 
found two days ago.” 

There was a moment’s silence. 

“Ha-ha,” said Eeyore bitterly. “Merriment and what- 
not. Dont apologize. It’s just what would happen.” 
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IN WHICH 

It Is Shown That Tiggers 
Don’t Climb Trees 


hapter ^Jf'our 


NE DAY when Pooh was thinking, he thought 
he would go and see Eeyore, because he hadn’t 
seen him since yesterday. And as he walked through the 
heather, singing to himself, he suddenly remembered that 
he hadn’t seen Owl since the day before yesterday, so he 
thought that he would just look in at the Hundred Acre 
Wood on the way and see if Owl was at home. 

Well, he went on singing, until he came to the part of 
the stream where the stepping-stones were, and when he 
was in the middle of the third stone he began to wonder 
how Kanga and Roo and Tigger were getting on, because 
they all lived together in a different part of the Forest. 
And he thought, “I haven’t seen Roo for a long time, and 
if I don’t see him today it will be a still longer time.” So 
he sat down on the stone In the middle of the stream, and 
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sang another verse of his song, while he wondered what 
to do. 

The other verse of the song was like this: 

I could spend a happy morning 
Seeing Roo, 

I could spend a happy morning 
Being Pooh. 

For it doesn’t seem to matter, 

If 1 don’t get any fatter 


The sun which had been delightfully warm, and the 
stone, which had been sitting in it for a long time, was 
so warm, too, that Pooh had almost decided to go on 
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being Pooh in the middle of the stream for the rest of the 
morning, when he remembered Rabbit. 

“Rabbit,” said Pooh to himself. “I like talking to Rab' 
bit. He talks about sensible things. He doesn’t use long, 
difficult words, like Owl. He uses short, easy words, like 
‘What about lunch?’ and ‘Help yourself, Pooh.’ I suppose 
really, I ought to go and see Rabbit. 

Which made him think of another verse: 


Oh, I like his way of talking, 

Yes, I do. 

It’s the nicest way of talking 
Just for two. 

And a Help-yourself with Rabbit 
Though it may become a habit, 

Is a pleasant sort of habit 
For a Pooh. 

So when he had sung this, he got up off his stone, 
walked back across the stream, and set off for Rabbit s 
house. 

But he hadn t got far before he began to say to himself: 

“Yes, but suppose Rabbit is out? 

“Or suppose 1 get stuck in his front door again, 
coming out, as I did once when his front door wasn t big 
enough?’ 



Tiggers Don’t Climb Trees 


“Because I know I’m not getting fatter, but his front 
door may be getting thinner.” 

“So wouldn’t it be better if — ” 

And all the time he was saying things like this he was 
going more and more westerly, without thinking . . . until 
suddenly he found himself at his own front door again. 

And it was eleven o’clock. 

Which was Time'for'a'little'Somethinp. . . . 

O 

Half an hour later he was doing what he had always 
really meant to do, he was stumping off to Piglet’s house. 
And as he walked, he wiped his mouth with the back of 
his paw, and sang rather a fluffy song through the fur. It 
went like this: 

I could spend a happy morning 
Seeing Piglet. 

And I couldn’t spend a happy morning 
Not seeing Piglet. 

And it doesn’t seem to matter 

If I don’t see Owl and Eeyore 
(or any of the others), 

And I 1 m not going to see Owl or Eeyore 
(or any of the others) 

Or Christopher Robin. 

Written down, like this, it doesn’t seem a very 
good song, but coming through pale fawn fluff" at 
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about half-past eleven on a very sunny morning, it seemed 
to Pooh to be one of the best songs he had ever sung. So 
he went on singing it. 

Piglet was busy digging a small hole 
in the ground outside his house. 

“Hallo, Piglet,” said Pooh. 

“Hallo, Pooh,” said Piglet, giving a jump of surprise. 
“I knew it was you.” 

“So did I,” said Pooh. “What are you doing?” 

“I’m planting a haycorn, Pooh, so that it can grow up 
into an oak-tree, and have lots of haycorns just outside 
the front door instead of having to walk miles and miles, 
do you see, Pooh?” 

“Supposing it doesn’t? said Pooh. 

“It will, because Christopher Robin says it will, so 
that’s why I’m planting it.” 

“Well,” said Pooh, “if I plant a honeycomb outside my 
house, then it will grow up into a beehive.” 

Piglet wasn’t quite sure about this. 

“Or a piece of a honeycomb,” said Pooh, “so as not to 
waste too much. Only then I might only get a piece of a 
beehive, and it might be the wrong piece, where the bees 
were buzzing and not hunnying. Bother. 

Piglet agreed that that would be rather bothering. 
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“Besides, Pooh, it’s a very difficult thing, planting unless 
you know how to do it,” he said; and he put the acorn in 
the hole he had made, and covered it up with earth, and 

jumped on it. 

I do know, said Pooh, “because Christopher Robin 
gave me a mastershalum seed, and I planted it, and I’m 
going to have mastershalums all over the front door.” 

I thought they were called nasturtiums,” said Piglet 
timidly, as he went on jumping. 

No, said Pooh. “Not these. These are called master- 
shalums.” 

When Piglet had finished jumping, he wiped his paws 
on his front, and said, “What shall we do now?” and 
Pooh said, “Let’s go and see Kanga and Roo and Tigger,” 
and Piglet said, “Y-yes. L-Iet’s” — because he was still a 
little anxious about Tigger, who was a Very Bouncy Ani- 
mal, with a way of saying How-do-you-do, which always 
left your ears full of sand, even after Kanga had said, 
Gently, Tigger dear, and had helped you up again. So 
they set off for Kanga’s house. 

Now it happened that Kanga had felt rather moth- 
erly that morning, and Wanting to Count Things — 
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like Roo’s vests, and how many pieces of soap there 
were left, and the two clean spots in Tigger’s feeder; so she 
had sent them out with a packet of watercress sandwiches 
for Roo and a packet of extract-of-malt sandwiches for 
Tigger, to have a nice long morning in the Forest not 
getting into mischief. And off they had gone. 



And as they went, Tigger told Roo (who wanted to 
know) all about the things that Tiggers could do. 

“Can they fly?” asked Roo. 

“Yes,” said Tigger, “they’re very good flyers, Tiggers 
are. Stornry good flyers.” 

“Oo!” said Roo. “Can they fly as well as Owl?” 

“Yes,” said Tigger. “Only they don’t want to.” 

“Why don’t they want to?” 

“Well, they just don’t like it, somehow.” 

Roo couldn’t understand this, because he thought it 
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would be lovely to be able to fly, but Tigger said it was dif- 
ficult to explain to anybody who wasn t a Tigger himself. 

Well, said Roo, “can they jump as far as Kangas?” 

Yes, said Tigger. “When they want to.” 

/ love jumping, said Roo. “Let’s see who can jump 
farthest, you or me.” 

I can, said Tigger. “But we mustn’t stop now, or we 
shall be late.” 

“Late for what?” 

“For whatever we want to be in time for,” said Tigger, 
hurrying on. 

In a little while they came to the Six Pine Trees. 

I can swim, said Roo. I fell into the river, and I 
swimmed. Can Tiggers swim?” 

Of course they can. Tiggers can do everything.” 

“Can they climb trees better than Pooh?” asked Roo, 
stopping under the tallest Pine Tree, and looking up at it. 

“Climbing trees is what they do best,” said Tigger. 
“Much better than Poohs.” 

“Could they climb this one?” 

“They’re always climbing trees like that,” said Tigger. 
“Up and down all day.” 

“Oo, Tigger, are they really?” 

1 11 show you,” said Tigger bravely, “and you can sit 
on my back and watch me. For of all the things which 
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he had said Tiggers could do, the only one he felt really 
certain about suddenly was climbing trees. 

“Oo, Tigger, oo, Tigger, oo, Tigger!” squeaked Roo ex- 

citedly. 

So he sat on Tigger s back and up they went. 

And for the first ten feet Tigger said happily to himself, 
“Up we go!” 

And for the next ten feet he said: 

“I always said Tiggers could climb trees.” 

And for the next ten feet he said: 

“Not that it’s easy, mind you.” 

And for the next ten feet he said: 

“Of course, there’s the coming-down too. Backwards. 
And then he said: 

“Which will be difficult . . . 

“Unless one fell . . . 

“When it would be . . .” 

“EASY.” 

And at the word “easy” the branch he was standing on 
broke suddenly, and he just managed to clutch at the one 
above him as he felt himself going . . . and then slowly 
he got his chin over it . . . and then one back paw . . . 
and then the other . . . until at last he was sitting on it, 
breathing very quickly, and wishing that he had gone in 
for swimming instead. 
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Roo climbed off, and sat down next to Kim. 

“Oo, Tigger, he said excitedly, “are we at the top?” 

“No,” said Tigger. 

“Are we going to the top?” 

“No,” said Tigger. 

“Oh,” said Roo rather sadly. And then he went on 
hopefully: That was a lovely bit just now, when you pre' 
tended we were going to falbbump'tO'the'bottom, and we 
didn’t. Will you do that bit again?” 

“NO,’ said Tigger. 

Roo was silent for a little while, and then he said, “Shall 
we eat our sandwiches, Tigger? And Tigger said, “Yes, 
where are they?” And Roo said, “At the bottom of the 
tree.” And Tigger said, “I don’t think we’d better eat them 
just yet.” So they didn’t. 

By and by Pooh and Piglet came along. Pooh was tell- 
mg Piglet in a singing voice that it didn’t seem to matter, 
if he didn t get any fatter, and he didn’t think he was get' 
ting any fatter, what he did; and Piglet was wondering 
how long it would be before his haycorn came up. 

“Look, Pooh!’ said Piglet suddenly. “There’s something 
in one of the Pine Trees.” 

So there is! said Pooh, looking up wonderingly. 
“There’s an Animal.” 
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Piglet took Pooh’s arm, in case Pooh was frightened. 

“Is it One of the Fiercer Animals? he said, looking the 
other way. 

Pooh nodded. 

“It’s ajagular,” he said. 

“What do Jagulars do?” asked Piglet, hoping that they 
wouldn’t. 

“They hide in the branches of trees, and drop on you 
as you go underneath, said Pooh. Christopher Robin 
told me.” 

“Perhaps we better hadn’t go underneath, Pooh. In case 
he dropped and hurt himself.’’ 

“They don’t hurt themselves,’ said Pooh. They re 
such very good droppers. 

Piglet still felt that to be underneath a Very Good 
Dropper would be a Mistake, and he was just going to 
hurry back for something which he had forgotten when the 
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“That’s what Jagulars always do,” said Pooh, much 
interested. They call Help! Help! and then when you 
look up, they drop on you.” 

“I m looking down,” cried Piglet loudly, so as the Jagu- 
lar shouldn t do the wrong thing by accident. 

Something very excited next to the Jagular heard him, 
and squeaked: 

“Pooh and Piglet! Pooh and Piglet!” 

All of a sudden Piglet felt that it was a much nicer day 
than he had thought it was. All warm and sunny — 

“Pooh! he cried. “I believe it’s Tigger and Roo!” 

So it is, said Pooh. I thought it was a Jagular and 
another Jagular.” 

Hallo, Roo! called Piglet. “What are you doing?” 

We can t get down, we can’t get down!” cried Roo. 
Isn t it fun? Pooh, isn t it fun, Tigger and I are living 
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in a tree, like Owl, and we re going to stay here for ever 
and ever. I can see Piglet s house. Piglet, I can see your 
house from here. Aren t we high? Is Owl s house as high 
up as this?” 

“How did you get there, Roo? asked Piglet. 

“On Tigger’s back! And Tiggers can’t climb down' 
wards, because their tails get in the way, only upwards, 
and Tigger forgot about that when we started, and he s 
only just remembered. So we ve got to stay here for ever 
and ever — unless we go higher. What did you say. Tig- 
ger? Oh, Tigger says if we go higher we shan t be able to 
see Piglet’s house so well, so we’re going to stop here. 

“Piglet,” said Pooh solemnly, when he had heard all 
this, “what shall we do?” And he began to eat Tigger’s 
sandwiches. 

“Are they stuck?” asked Piglet anxiously. 

Pooh nodded. 

“Couldn’t you climb up to them?” 

“I might, Piglet, and I might bring Roo down on my 
back, but I couldn’t bring Tigger down. So we must think 
of something else.” And in a thoughtful way he began to 
eat Roo’s sandwiches, too. 

•k k k 

Whether he would have thought of anything be- 
fore he had finished the last sandwich, I don’t know, 
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hut he had just got to the last but one when there was 
a crackling in the bracken, and Christopher Robin and 
Eeyore came strolling along together. 

I shouldn t be surprised if it hailed a good deal tomor' 
row,” Eeyore was saying. “Blizzards and what not. Being 
fine today doesn’t Mean Anything. It has no sig — what’s 
that word? Well, it has none of that. It’s just a small piece 
of weather.” 

There s Pooh! said Christopher Robin, who didn’t 
much mind whut it did tomorrow, as long as he was out 
in it. “Hallo, Pooh!” 

Its Christopher Robin! said Piglet. “ He’ll know what 
to do.” 

They hurried up to him. 

“Oh, Christopher Robin,” began Pooh. 

And Eeyore, said Eeyore. 

“Tigger and Roo are right up the Six Pine Trees, and 
they can’t get down, and — ” 

“And I was just saying,” put in Piglet, “that if only 
Christopher Robin — ” 

“And Eeyore — ” 

“If only you were here, then we could think of some' 
thing to do.” 

Christopher Robin looked up at Tigger and Roo, and 
tried to think of something. 
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“I thought,” said Piglet earnestly, “that if Eeyore stood 
at the bottom of the tree, and if Pooh stood on Eeyore s 
back, and if I stood on Pooh’s shoulders — 

“And if Eeyore’ s back snapped suddenly, then we could 
all laugh. Ha ha! Amusing in a quiet way, said Eeyore, 
“hut not really helpful.” 

“Well,” said Piglet meekly, “I thought — ” 

“Would it break your back, Eeyore?” asked Pooh, very 
much surprised. 

“That’s what would be so interesting. Pooh. Not being 

quite sure till afterwards.” 

Pooh said “Oh!” and they all began to think again. 

“I’ve got an idea!” cried Christopher Robin suddenly. 

“Listen to this. Piglet,” said Eeyore, “and then you’ll 
know what we’re trying to do. 

“I’ll take off my tunic and we’ll each hold a corner, and 
then Roo and Tigger can jump into it, and it will be all solt 
and bouncy for them, and they won t hurt themselves. 

“Getting Tigger down,” said Eeyore, “and Not hurting 
anybody. Keep those two ideas in your head, Piglet, and 
you’ll be all right.” 

But Piglet wasn’t listening, he was so agog at the 
thought of seeing Christopher Robin s blue braces again. 
He had only seen them once before, when he was much 
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younger, and, being a little over-excited by them, had had 
to go to bed half an hour earlier than usual; and he had 
always wondered since if they were really as blue and as 
bracing as he had thought them. So when Christopher 
Robin took his tunic off, and they were, he felt quite friendly 
to Eeyore again, and held the corner of the tunic next to 
him and smiled happily at him. And Eeyore whispered 
back: “I’m not saying there won’t be an Accident now, 
mind you. They’re funny things, Accidents. You never 
have them till you’re having them.’’ 

When Roo understood what he had to do, he was 
wildly excited, and cried out: Tigger, Tigger, we re going 
to jump! Look at me jumping, Tigger! Like flying, my 
jumping will be. Can Tiggers do it?” And he squeaked 
out: “I’m coming, Christopher Robin!” and he jumped — 
straight into the middle of the tunic. And he was going so 
fast that he bounced up again almost as high as where he 
was before — and went on bouncing and saying, “Oo!” for 
quite a long time — and then at last he stopped and said, 
“Oo, lovely!” And they put him on the ground. 

“Come on, Tigger,” he called out. “It’s easy.” 

But Tigger was holding on to the branch and saying to 
himself: “It’s all very well for Jumping Animals like Kan- 
gas, but it s quite different for Swimming Animals like 
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Tiggers Don't Climb Trees 


Tiggers.” And he thought of himself floating on his back 
down a river, or striking out from one island to another, 
and he felt that that was really the life for a Tigger. 

“Come along,” called Christopher Robin. “You’ll be all 
right.” 

“Just wait a moment,” said Tigger nervously. “Small 
piece of bark in my eye.” And he moved slowly along his 
branch. 

“Come on, it’s easy!” squeaked Roo. And suddenly 
Tigger found how easy it was. 

“Ow! he shouted as the tree flew past him. 

“Look out!” cried Christopher Robin to the others. 

There was a crash, and a tearing noise, and a confused 
heap of everybody on the ground. 

Christopher Robin and Pooh and Piglet picked them- 
selves up first, and then they picked Tigger up, and un- 
derneath everybody else was Eeyore. 

“Oh, Eeyore!” cried Christopher Robin. “Are you 
hurt?’ And he felt him rather anxiously, and dusted him 
and helped him to stand up again. 

Eeyore said nothing for a long time. And then he said: 
“Is Tigger there?” 

Tigger was there, feeling Bouncy again already. 

“Yes,” said Christopher Robin. “Tigger s here.” 

“Well, just thank him for me,” said Eeyore. 
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IN WHICH 

Rabbit Has a Busy Day, and 
We Learn What Christopher Robin 
Does in the Mornings 

t WAS GOING to be one of Rabbit’s busy days. 
wmg As soon as he woke up he felt important, as 
if everything depended upon him. It was just the day for 
Organizing Something, or for Writing a Notice Signed 
Rabbit, or for Seeing What Everybody Else Thought 
About It. It was a perfect morning for hurrying round 
to Pooh, and saying, “Very well, then. I’ll tell Piglet, 
and then going to Piglet, and saying, “Pooh thinks — but 
perhaps I’d better see Owl first.” It was a Captainish sort 
of day, when everybody said, “Yes, Rabbit’ and “No, 
Rabbit” and waited until he had told them. 

He came out of his house and sniffed the warm 
spring morning as he wondered what he would do. 
Kanga’s house was nearest, and at Kanga’s house was 
Roo, who said “Yes, Rabbit” and “No, Rabbit almost 
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better than anybody else in the Forest; but there was an- 
other animal there nowadays, the strange and Bouncy 
Tigger; and he was the sort of Tigger who was always 
in front when you were showing him the way anywhere, 
and was generally out of sight when at last you came to 
the place and said proudly “Here we are!” 



“No, not Kanga’s,” said Rabbit thoughtfully to himself, 
as he curled his whiskers in the sun; and, to make quite 
sure that he wasn’t going there, he turned to the left and 
trotted off in the other direction, which was the way to 
Christopher Robin's house. 

“After all,” said Rabbit to himself, “Christopher Robin 
depends on Me. He s fond of Pooh and Piglet and Eeyore, 
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and so am I, but they haven’t any Brain. Not to notice. 
And he respects Owl, because you can’t help respecting 
anybody who can spell TUESDAY, even if he doesn’t 
spell it right; but spelling isn’t everything. There are days 
when spelling Tuesday simply doesn’t count. And Kanga 
is too busy looking after Roo, and Roo is too young and 
Tigger is too bouncy to be any help, so there s really no- 
body but Me, when you come to look at it. 1 11 go and see 
if there’s anything he wants doing, and then 1 11 do it for 
him. It’s just the day for doing things.’ 

He trotted along happily, and by'and'by he crossed 
the stream and came to the place where his friends-and- 
relations lived. There seemed to be even more of them 
about than usual this morning, and having nodded to a 
hedgehog or two, with whom he was too busy to shake 
hands, and having said, “Good morning, good morning,” 
importantly to some of the others, and “Ah, there you 
are,” kindly, to the smaller ones, he waved a paw at them 
over his shoulder, and was gone; leaving such an air of 
excitement and I-dont-know-what behind him, that sev- 
eral members of the Beetle family, including Henry Rush, 
made their way at once to the Hundred Acre Wood 
and began climbing trees, in the hope of getting to the 
top before it happened, whatever it was, so that they 
might see it properly. 
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Rabbit hurried on by the edge of the Hundred Acre 
Wood, feeling more important every minute, and soon 
he came to the tree where Christopher Robin lived. He 
knocked at the door, and he called out once or twice, and 
then he walked back a little way and put his paw up to keep 
the sun out, and called to the top of the tree, and then he 
turned all round and shouted “Hallo!” and “I say!” “It’s 
Rabbit!” — but nothing happened. Then he stopped and 
listened, and everything stopped and listened with him, 
and the Forest was very lone and still and peaceful in the 
sunshine, until suddenly a hundred miles above him a 
lark began to sing. 
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“Bother!” said Rabbit. “He’s gone out.” 

He went back to the green front door, just to make sure, 
and he was turning away, feeling that his morning had got 
all spoilt, when he saw a piece of paper on the ground. And 
there was a pin in it, as if it had fallen off the door. 

“Ha!” said Rabbit, feeling quite happy again. “Another 
notice!” 

This is what it said: 

GON OUT 

BACKSON 

BISY 

BACKSON. 

C. R. 

“Ha!” said Rabbit again. “I must tell the others.” And 
he hurried off importantly. 

The nearest house was Owl’s, and to Owl s House in 
the Hundred Acre Wood he made his way. He came to 
Owl’s door, and he knocked and he rang, and he rang 
and he knocked, and at last Owl’s head came out and said 
“Go away. I’m thinking — oh, it’s you?” which was how 
he always began. 

“Owl,” said Rabbit shortly, “you and I have brains. The 
others have fluff. If there is any thinking to be done in 
this Forest — and when I say thinking I mean thinking — 
you and I must do it.” 
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Yes, said Owl. “I was.” 

“Read that.” 

Owl took Christopher Robin’s notice from Rabbit 
and looked at it nervously. He could spell his own name 
WOL, and he could spell Tuesday so that you knew it 
wasnt Wednesday, and he could read quite comfortably 
when you weren’t looking over his shoulder and saying 
“Well?” all the time, and he could — 

“Well?” said Rabbit. 

“Yes,” said Owl, looking Wise and Thoughtful. “I see 
what you mean. Undoubtedly.” 

“Well?” 

Exactly, said Owl. Precisely. And he added, after a 
little thought, “If you had not come to me, I should have 
come to you. 

“Why?” asked Rabbit. 
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“For that very reason,” said Owl, hoping that some- 
thing helpful would happen soon. 

“Yesterday morning,” said Rabbit solemnly, “I went to 
see Christopher Robin. He was out. Pinned on his door 
was a notice.” 

“The same notice?” 

“A different one. But the meaning was the same. It s 
very odd.” 

“Amazing,” said Owl, looking at the notice again, and 
getting, just for a moment, a curious sort of feeling that 
something had happened to Christopher Robin’s back. 
“What did you do?” 

“Nothing.” 

“The best thing,” said Owl wisely. 

“Well?” said Rabbit again, as Owl 
knew he was going to. 

“Exactly,” said Owl. 

For a little while he couldn t think of 
anything more; and then, all of a sudden, he had an idea. 

“Tell me. Rabbit,” he said, “the exact words of the first 
notice. This is very important. Everything depends on 
this. The exact words of the first notice.” 

“It was just the same as that one really. 

Owl looked at him, and wondered whether to push 
him off the tree; but, feeling that he could always do 
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it afterwards, he tried once more to find out what they 
were talking about. 

“The exact words, please,” he said, as if Rabbit hadn’t 
spoken. 

It just said, Gon out. Backson.’ Same as this, only 
this says ‘Bisy Backson’ too.” 

Owl gave a great sigh of relief. 

“Ah!” said Owl. “Now we know where we are.” 

“Yes, but where’s Christopher Robin?” said Rabbit. 
“That’s the point. 

Owl looked at the notice again. To one of his education the 
reading of it was easy. “Gone out, Backson. Bisy, Backson” — 
just the sort of thing you’d expect to see on a notice. 

“It is quite clear what has happened, my dear Rabbit,” 
he said. Christopher Robin has gone out somewhere with 
Backson. He and Backson are busy together. Have you 
seen a Backson anywhere about in the Forest lately?” 

I don t know, said Rabbit. “That’s what I came to ask 
you. What are they like?” 

Well, said Owl, “the Spotted or Herbaceous Backson 
is just a — ” 

At least, he said, “it’s really more of a — ” 

“Of course,” he said, “it depends on the — ” 

Well, said Owl, the fact is, he said, “I don’t know 
what they’re like,” said Owl frankly. 
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“Thank you,” said Rabbit. And he hurried off to see Pooh. 
Before he had gone very far he heard a noise. So he 
stopped and listened. This was the noise. 

NOISE, BY POOH 

Oh, the butterflies are flying, 

Now the winter days are dying, 

And the primroses are trying 
To be seen. 

And the turtle-doves are cooing. 

And the woods are up and doing. 

For the violets are blue-ing 
In the green. 

Oh, the honey-bees are gumming 
On their little wings, and humming 
That the summer, which is coming. 

Will be fun. 

And the cows are almost cooing. 

And the turtle-doves are mooing, 

Which is why a Pooh is poohing 
In the sun. 

For the spring is really springing; 

You can see a skylark singing, 

And the blue-bells, which are ringing, 

Can be heard. 

And the cuckoo isn’t cooing, 

But he’s cucking and he’s ooing, 

And a Pooh is simply poohing 
Like a bird. 
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Hallo, Pooh, said Rabbit. 

Hallo, Rabbit, said Pooh dreamily. 

Did you make that song up?” 

Well, I sort of made it up, said Pooh. “It isn’t Brain,” 
He went on humbly, “because You Know Why, Rabbit; 
but it comes to me sometimes.” 

Ah! said Rabbit, who never let things come to him, 
but always went and fetched them. “Well, the point is, 
have you seen a Spotted or Herbaceous Backson in the 
Forest, at all?” 

“No,” said Pooh. “Not a— no,” said Pooh. “I saw Tig- 
ger just now.” 


“That’s no good.” 

No, said Pooh. I thought it wasn’t.” 

“Have you seen Piglet?” 

Yes, said Pooh. I suppose that isn t any good either?” 
he asked meekly. 

“Well, it depends if he saw anything.” 

“He saw me,” said Pooh. 

Rabbit sat down on the ground next to Pooh and. 
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feeling much less important like that, stood up again. 

“What it all comes to is this,” he said. “ What does 
Christopher Robin do in the morning nowadays?" 

“What sort of thing?” 

“Well, can you tell me anything you’ve seen him do in 

the morning? These last few days.” 

“Yes,” said Pooh. “We had breakfast together yesterday. 
By the Pine Trees. I’d made up a little basket, 


just a little, fair-sized basket, 



an ordinary biggish sort 
of basket, full of — 
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Yes, yes, said Rabbit, but I mean later than that. 
Have you seen him between eleven and twelve?” 

“Well,” said Pooh, “at eleven o’clock — at eleven o’clock 

well, at eleven o clock, you see, I generally get home about 
then. Because I have One or Two Things to Do.” 

“Quarter past eleven, then?” 

“Well—” said Pooh. 

“Half past.” 

Yes, said Pooh. At half past — or perhaps later — I 
might see him.” 

And now that he did think of it, he began to remember 
that he hadn t seen Christopher Robin about so much 
lately. Not in the mornings. Afternoons, yes; evenings, 
yes; before breakfast, yes; just after breakfast, yes. And 
then, perhaps, “See you again, Pooh,” and off he’d go. 
“That’s just it,” said Rabbit. “Where?” 

“Perhaps he’s looking for something.” 

“What?” asked Rabbit. 

“That’s just what I was going to say,” said Pooh. And 

then he added, Perhaps he’s looking for a — for a ” 

“A Spotted or Herbaceous Backson?” 

Yes, said Pooh. “One of those. In case it isn’t.” 

Rabbit looked at him severely. 

I don t think you’re helping,” he said. 
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“No,” said Pooh. “I do try,” he added humbly. 

Rabbit thanked him for trying, and said that he would 
now go and see Eeyore, and Pooh could walk with him 
if he liked. But Pooh, who felt another verse of his song 
coming on him, said he would wait for Piglet, good'by e > 
Rabbit; so Rabbit went off. 



But, as it happened, it was Rabbit who saw Piglet first. 
Piglet had got up early that morning to pick himself a 
hunch of violets; and when he had picked them and put 
them in a pot in the middle of his house, it suddenly came 
over him that nobody had ever picked Eeyore a bunch of 
violets, and the more he thought of this, the more he 
thought how sad it was to be an Animal who had never 
had a bunch of violets picked for him. So he hurried out 
again, saying to himself, “Eeyore, Violets, and then Vio- 
lets, Eeyore,” in case he forgot, because it was that sort 
of day, and he picked a large bunch and trotted along, 
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smelling them, and feeling very happy, until he came to 
the place where Eeyore was. 

Oh, Eeyore,” began Piglet a little nervously, because 
Eeyore was busy. 

Eeyore put out a paw and waved him away. 

“Tomorrow,” said Eeyore. “Or the next day.” 

Piglet came a little closer to see what it was. Eeyore 
had three sticks on the ground, and was looking at them. 
Two of the sticks were touching at one end, but not at 
the other, and the third stick was laid across them. Piglet 
thought that perhaps is was a Trap of some kind. 



“Oh, Eeyore,” he began again, “just — ” 

“Is that little Piglet?” said Eeyore, still looking hard at 
his sticks. 

“Yes, Eeyore, and I — ” 

“Do you know what this is?” 

“No,” said Piglet. 

“It’s an A.” 
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“Oh, said Piglet. 

“Not O, A,” said Eeyore severely. “Can’t you hear, or 
do you think you have more education than Christopher 
Robin?" 

“Yes,” said Piglet. “No,” said Piglet very quickly. And 
he came closer still. 

“Christopher Robin said it was an A, and an A it is — 
until somebody treads on me,” Eeyore added sternly. 

Piglet jumped backwards hurriedly, and smelt at his 
violets. 

“Do you know what A means, little Piglet? 

“No, Eeyore, I don’t.” 

“It means Learning, it means Education, it means all 
the things that you and Pooh haven t got. That s what A 
means.” 

“Oh,” said Piglet again. “1 mean, does it?” he explained 
quickly. 

“I’m telling you. People come and go in this Forest, and 
they say, ‘It’s only Eeyore, so it doesn’t count. They walk 
to and fro saying ‘Ha ha!’ But do they know anything 
about A? They don’t. It’s just three sticks to them. But to 
the Educated — mark this, little Piglet — to the Educated, 
not meaning Poohs and Piglets, it’s a great and glorious 
A. Not,” he added, “just something that anybody can 
come and breathe on. 
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Piglet stepped back nervously, and looked round for 
help. 

“Here’s Rabbit,” he said gladly. “Hallo, Rabbit.” 

Rabbit came up importantly, nodded to Piglet, and said, 
“Ah, Eeyore,” in the voice of one who would be saying 
“Good-bye” in about two more minutes. 

“There’s just one thing I wanted to ask you, Eeyore. 
What happens to Christopher Robin in the mornings 
nowadays?” 

“What’s this that I'm looking at?” said Eeyore, still 



“Three sticks,” said Rabbit promptly. 

‘You see?’ said Eeyore to Piglet. He turned to Rabbit. 
“I will now answer your question,” he said solemnly. 
“Thank you,” said Rabbit. 

“What does Christopher Robin do in the morn- 
ings? He learns. He becomes Educated. He instigorates — I 
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think that is the word he mentioned, but I may be refer- 
ring to something else — he instigorates Knowledge. In 
my small way I also, if I have the word right, am — am 
doing what he does. That, for instance, is — 

“An A,” said Rabbit, “but not a very good one. Well, I 
must get back and tell the others.’ 

Eeyore looked at his sticks and then he looked at 
Piglet. 

“What did Rabbit say it was?” he asked. 

“An A,” said Piglet. 

“Did you tell him?” 

“No, Eeyore, I didn’t. I expect he just knew.” 

“He knew? You mean this A thing is a thing Rabbit 
knew?” 

“Yes, Eeyore. He’s clever. Rabbit is. 

“Clever!” said Eeyore scornfully, putting a foot heav- 
ily on his three sticks. “Education!” said Eeyore bitterly, 
jumping on his six sticks. “What is Learning?” asked Eey- 
ore as he kicked his twelve sticks into the air. “A thing 
Rabbit knows! Ha!” 

“I think — ” began Piglet nervously. 

“Don’t,” said Eeyore. 

“I think Violets are rather nice,” said Piglet. And he 
laid his bunch in front of Eeyore and scampered off. 
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Next morning the notice on Christopher Robin’s door 
said: 

GONE OUT 
BACK SOON 
C. R. 

Which is why all the animals in the Forest — except, 
of course, the Spotted and Herbaceous Backson — now 
know what Christopher Robin does in the mornings. 


Pooh Invents a New Game 
and Eeyore Joins In 



Y the time it came to the edge of the 
Forest, the stream had grown up, so that it 
was almost a river, and, being grown-up, it did not run 
and jump and sparkle along as it used to do when it was 
younger, but moved more slowly. For it knew now where 
it was going, and it said to itself, “There is no hurry. We 
shall get there some day.” But all the little streams higher 
up in the Forest went this way and that, quickly, eagerly, 
having so much to find out before it was too late. 

There was a broad track, almost as broad as a road, 
leading from the Outland to the Forest, but before it could 
come to the Forest, it had to cross this river. So, where 
it crossed, there was a wooden bridge, almost as broad as 
a road, with wooden rails on each side of it. Christopher 
Robin could just get his chin to the top rail, if he wanted 
to, but it was more fun to stand on the bottom rail, so that 
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he could lean right over, and watch the river slipping slowly 
away beneath him. Pooh could get his chin on the bottom 
rail if he wanted to, but it was more fun to lie down and get 
his head under it, and watch the river slipping slowly away 
beneath him. And this was the only way in which Piglet 
and Roo could watch the river at all, because they were too 
small to reach the bottom rail. So they would lie down and 
watch it . . . and it slipped away very slowly, being in no 
hurry to get there. 



One day, when Pooh was walking towards this bridge, 
he was trying to make up a piece of poetry about fmcones, 
because there they were, lying about on each side of him, 
and he felt singy. So he picked a fir-cone up, and looked at 
it, and said to himself, “This is a very good fir-cone, and 
something ought to rhyme to it.” But he couldn’t think of 
anything. And then this came into his head suddenly: 

Here is a mystry 
About a little fir-tree. 

Owl says it’s his tree, 

And Kanga says it’s her tree. 
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“Which doesn’t make sense,” said Pooh, “because 
Kanga doesn’t live in a tree.” 

He had just come to the bridge; and not looking where 
he was going, he tripped over something, and the fir-cone 
jerked out of his paw into the river. 

“Bother,” said Pooh, as it floated slowly under the 
bridge, and he went back to get another fir-cone which 
had a rhyme to it. But then he thought that he would 
just look at the river instead, because it was a peaceful 
sort of day, so he lay down and looked at it, and it slipped 
slowly away beneath him . . . and suddenly, there was his 
fir-cone slipping away too. 

“That’s funny, said Pooh. “I dropped it on the other side, 
said Pooh, “and it came out on this side! 1 wonder if it would 
do it again?” And he went back for some more fir-cones. 

It did. It kept on doing it. Then he dropped two in at 
once, and leant over the bridge to see which of them would 
come out first; and one of them did; but as they were both 
the same size, he didn t know if it was the one which 
he wanted to win, or the other one. So the next time he 
dropped one big one and one little one, and the big one 
came out first, which was what he had said it would do, and 
the little one came out last, which was what he had said it 
would do, so he had won twice . . . and when he went 
home for tea, he had won thirty-six and lost twenty-eight, 
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which meant that he was — that he had — well, you take 
twenty-eight from thirty-six, and that’s what he was. In- 
stead of the other way round. 

And that was the beginning of the game called Poohsticks, 
which Pooh invented, and which he and his friends used 
to play on the edge of the Forest. But they played with sticks 
instead of fir-cones, because they were easier to mark. 

Now one day Pooh and Piglet and Rabbit and Roo 
were all playing Poohsticks together. They had dropped 
their sticks in when Rabbit said “Go!” and then they had 
hurried across to the other side of the bridge, and now 
they were all leaning over the edge, waiting to see whose 
stick would come out first. But it was a long time coming, 
because the river was very lazy that day, and hardly seemed 
to mind if it didn’t ever get there at all. 

“I can see mine!” cried Roo. “No, I can’t, it’s some- 
thing else. Can you see yours, Piglet? I thought I could 
see mine, but I couldn’t. There it is! No, it isn’t. Can you 
see yours, Pooh?” 

“No,” said Pooh. 

“I expect my stick’s stuck,” said Roo. “Rabbit, my 
stick’s stuck. Is your stick stuck. Piglet?” 

“They always take longer than you think,” said 
Rabbit. 

“How long do you think they’ll take?” asked Roo. 
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“I can see yours, Piglet, said Pooh suddenly. 

“Mine’s a sort of greyish one,” said Piglet, not daring 
to lean too far over in case he fell in. 

“Yes, that’s what 1 can see. It’s coming over on to my 
side.” 



Rabbit leant over further than ever, looking for his, and 
Roo wriggled up and down, calling out Come on, stick! 
Stick, stick, stick!” and Piglet got very excited because his 
was the only one which had been seen, and that meant 
that he was winning. 

“It’s coming!” said Pooh. 
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“Are you sure it’s mine?” squeaked Piglet excitedly. 
“Yes, because it’s grey. A big grey one. Here it comes! 
A very — big — grey — Oh, no, it isn’t, it’s Eeyore.” 

And out floated Eeyore. 



“Eeyore! ” cried everybody. 

Looking very calm, very dignified, with his legs in the 
air, came Eeyore from beneath the bridge. 

“It’s Eeyore! cried Roo, terribly excited. 

“Is that so?” said Eeyore, getting caught up by a lit- 
tle eddy, and turning slowly round three times. “I won- 
dered.” 

“I didn’t know you were playing,” said Roo. 

“I'm not,” said Eeyore. 

“Eeyore, what arc you doing there?” said Rabbit. 
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“I’ll give you three guesses, Rabbit. Digging holes in 
the ground? Wrong. Leaping from branch to branch of 
a young oak-tree? Wrong. Waiting for somebody to help 
me out of the river? Right. Give Rabbit time, and he 11 
always get the answer.” 

“But, Eeyore,” said Pooh in distress, “what can we — 1 
mean, how shall we — do you think if we — 

“Yes,” said Eeyore. “One of those would be just the 
thing. Thank you, Pooh.” 

“He’s going round and round,” said Roo, much impressed. 

“And why not?” said Eeyore coldly. 

“I can swim too,” said Roo proudly. 

“Not round and round,” said Eeyore. “It’s much more 
difficult. I didn’t want to come swimming at all today,’ he 
went on, revolving slowly. “But if, when in, I decide to 
practise a slight circular movement from right to left — or 
perhaps I should say,” he added, as he got into another 
eddy, “from left to right, just as it happens to occur to me, 
it is nobody’s business but my own.” 

There was a moment’s silence while everybody thought. 

“I’ve got a sort of idea, said Pooh at last, but I don t 
suppose it’s a very good one.” 

“I don t suppose it is either, said Eeyore. 

“Go on, Pooh,” said Rabbit. “Let’s have it.” 

“Well, if we all threw stones and things into the 
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river on one side of Eeyore, the stones would make waves, 
and the waves would wash him to the other side.” 



“That’s a very good idea,” said Rabbit, and Pooh looked 
happy again. 

Very, said Eeyore. When I want to be washed. 
Pooh, I’ll let you know.” 

“Supposing we hit him by mistake?” said Piglet anx- 
iously. 

Or supposing you missed him by mistake,” said 
Eeyore. “Think of all the possibilities, Piglet, before you 
settle down to enjoy yourselves.” 

But Pooh had got the biggest stone he could carry, and 
was leaning over the bridge, holding it in his paws. 
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“I’m not throwing it, I’m dropping it, Eeyore,” he ex- 
plained. “And then I can’t miss — I mean I can’t hit you. 
Could you stop turning round for a moment, because it 
muddles me rather?” 

“No,” said Eeyore. “I like turning round.” 

Rabbit began to feel that it was time he took com- 
mand. 

“Now, Pooh,” he said, “when I say ‘Now!’ you can 
drop it. Eeyore, when I say ‘Now! Pooh will drop his 
stone.” 

“Thank you very much. Rabbit, but I expect I shall 
know.” 

“Are you ready, Pooh? Piglet, give Pooh a little more 
room. Get back a bit there, Roo. Are you ready? 

“No,” said Eeyore. 

“Now/” said Rabbit. 

Pooh dropped his stone. There was a loud splash, and 
Eeyore disappeared. . . . 
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It was an anxious moment for the watchers on the 
bridge. They looked and looked . . . and even the sight of 
Piglet’s stick coming out a little in front of Rabbit’s didn’t 
cheer them up as much as you would have expected. And 
then, just as Pooh was beginning to think that he must 
have chosen the wrong stone or the wrong river or the 
wrong day for his Idea, something grey showed for a mo- 
ment by the river bank . . . and it got slowly bigger and 
bigger . . . and at last it was Eeyore coming out. 

With a shout they rushed off the bridge, and pushed 
and pulled at him; and soon he was standing among them 
again on dry land. 



“Oh, Eeyore, you are wet!’’ said Piglet, feeling him. 

Eeyore shook himself, and asked somebody to explain 
to Piglet what happened when you had been inside a river 
for quite a long time. 

“Well done, Pooh,’ said Rabbit kindly. “That was a 
good idea of ours.” 

“What was?” asked Eeyore. 
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“Hooshing you to the bank like that. 

“Hooshing me?” said Eeyore in surprise. “Hooshing me ? 
You didn’t think I was hoosbed, did you? I dived. Pooh 
dropped a large stone on me, and so as not to be struck 
heavily on the chest, I dived and swam to the bank.’’ 

“You didn t really, whispered Piglet to Pooh, so as to 
comfort him. 

“I didn’t think I did,” said Pooh anxiously. 

“It’s just Eeyore,” said Piglet. “I thought your Idea was 
a very good Idea. 

Pooh began to feel a little more comfortable, because 
when you are a Bear of Very Little Brain, and you Think 
of Things, you find sometimes that a Thing which seemed 
very Thingish inside you is quite different when it gets 
out into the open and has other people looking at it. And, 
anyhow, Eeyore was in the river, and now he wasn t, so 
he hadn’t done any harm. 

“How did you fall in, Eeyore?” asked Rabbit, as he dried 
him with Piglet’s handkerchief. 

“I didn’t," said Eeyore. 

“But how — ” 

“I was BOUNCED,” said Eeyore. 

“Oo,” said Roo excitedly, “did somebody push you?” 

“Somebody BOUNCED me. I was just thinking 
by the side of the river — thinking, if any of you know 
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what that means, when I received a loud BOUNCE.” 
“Oh, Eeyore!” said everybody. 

“Are you sure you didn’t slip?” asked Rabbit wisely. 
“Of course I slipped. If you’re standing on the slippery 
bank of a river, and somebody BOUNCES you loudly 
from behind, you slip. What did you think I did?’’ 



“But who did it? asked Roo. 

Eeyore didn’t answer. 

“I expect it was Tigger,” said Piglet nervously. 

“But, Eeyore,” said Pooh, “was it a Joke, or an Acci- 
dent? I mean — 

“I didn’t stop to ask, Pooh. Even at the very bottom of 
the river I didn't stop to say to myself, 7s this a Hearty 
Joke, or is it the Merest Accident?’ I just floated to the 
surface, and said to myself, 'It’s wet.’ If you know what I 
mean.” 
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“And where was Tigger?” asked Rabbit. 

Before Eeyore could answer, there was a loud noise be- 
hind them, and through the hedge came Tigger himself. 

“Hallo, everybody, said Tigger cheerfully. 

“Hallo, Tigger,” said Roo. 

Rabbit became very important suddenly. 

“Tigger,” he said solemnly, “what happened just now?” 

“Just when?” said Tigger a little uncomfortably. 

“When you bounced Eeyore into the river.” 

“I didn’t bounce him.” 

“You bounced me," said Eeyore gruffly. 

“I didn’t really. I had a cough, and I happened to be 
behind Eeyore, and I said ‘Grrrr — oppp — ptscbscbschz.' 

“Why?” said Rabbit, helping Piglet up, and dusting 
him. “It’s all right, Piglet.” 

“It took me by surprise,” said Piglet nervously. 

“That’s what I call bouncing,” said Eeyore. “Taking 
people by surprise. Very unpleasant habit. I don’t mind 
Tigger being in the Forest,” he went on, “because it’s 
a large Forest, and there’s plenty of room to bounce in 
it. But I don’t see why he should come into my little 
corner of it, and bounce there. It isn’t as if there was 
anything very wonderful about my little corner. Of course 
for people who like cold, wet, ugly bits it is something 
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rather special, but otherwise it’s just a corner, and if 
anybody feels bouncy — ” 

“I didn’t bounce, I coughed, ” said Tigger crossly. 

“Bouncy or coffy, it’s all the same at the bottom of the 
river.” 

“Well, said Rabbit, “all I can say is — well, here’s 
Christopher Robin, so he can say it.” 

Christopher Robin came down from the Forest to the 
bridge, feeling all sunny and careless, and just as if twice 
nineteen didn’t matter a bit, as it didn’t on such a happy 
afternoon, and he thought that if he stood on the bottom 
rail of the bridge, and leant over, and watched the river 
slipping slowly away beneath him, then he would suddenly 
know everything that there was to be known, and he would 
be able to tell Pooh, who wasn’t quite sure about some of 
it. But when he got to the bridge and saw all the animals 
there, then he knew that it wasn’t that kind of afternoon, 
but the other kind, when you wanted to do something. 

“It’s like this, Christopher Robin,” began Rabbit. 

Tigger— 

“No, I didn’t,” said Tigger. 

“Well, anyhow, there I was,” said Eeyore. 

“But I don’t think he meant to, said Pooh. 

“He just is bouncy,” said Piglet, “and he can’t help it.” 
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“Try bouncing me, Tigger,” said Roo eagerly. “Eeyore, 
Tigger’s going to try me. Piglet, do you think — ” 

“Yes, yes,” said Rabbit, “we don’t all want to speak at 
once. The point is, what does Christopher Robin think 
about it?” 

“All I did was I coughed,” said Tigger. 

“He bounced,” said Eeyore. 

“Well, 1 sort of boffed,” said Tigger. 

“Hush!” said Rabbit, holding up his paw. “What does 
Christopher Robin think about it all? That’s the point.” 


/ 
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“Well,'' said Christopher Robin, not quite sure what it 
was all about, “/ think — ” 

“Yes?” said everybody. 

“/ think we all ought to play Poohsticks. 

So they did. And Heyore, who had never played it 
before, won more times than anybody else; and Roo 
fell in twice, the first time by accident and the sec- 
ond time on purpose, because he suddenly saw Kanga 
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coming from the Forest, and he knew he’d have to go 
to bed anyhow. So then Rabbit said he’d go with them; 
and Tigger and Eeyore went off together, because Eeyore 
wanted to tell Tigger How to Win at Poohsticks, which 
you do by letting your stick drop in a twitchy sort of way, 
if you understand what I mean, Tigger; and Christopher 
Robin and Pooh and Piglet were left on the bridge by 
themselves. 

For a long time they looked at the river beneath them, 
saying nothing, and the river said nothing too, for it felt 
very quiet and peaceful on this summer afternoon. 

“Tigger is all right really,” said Piglet lazily. 

“Of course he is,” said Christopher Robin. 

“Everybody is really,” said Pooh. “That’s what I think, 
said Pooh. “But I don’t suppose I’m right,” he said. “Of 
course you are,” said Christopher Robin. 
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IN WHICH 


Tigger Is Unbounced 


ne day Rabbit and Piglet were sitting outside 
Pooh’s front door listening to Rabbit, and 
Pooh was sitting with them. It was a drowsy summer 
afternoon, and the Forest was full of gentle sounds, which 
all seemed to be saying to Pooh, “Don’t listen to Rabbit, 
listen to me.” So he got into a comfortable position for 
not listening to Rabbit, and from time to time he opened 
his eyes to say “Ah! and then closed them again to say 
“True,” and from time to time Rabbit said, “You see what 
I mean, Piglet,” very earnestly, and Piglet nodded earnestly 
to show that he did. 

“In fact,” said Rabbit, coming to the end of it at 
last, “Tigger’s getting so Bouncy nowadays that it’s 
time we taught him a lesson. Don’t you think so, 
Piglet?” 
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Piglet said that Tigger was very Bouncy, and that if 
they could think of a way of unbouncing him, it would 
be a Very Good Idea. 

“Just what I feel,” said Rabbit. “What do you say, 
Pooh?” 

Pooh opened his eyes with a jerk and said, “Ex' 
tremely.” 

“Extremely what?” asked Rabbit. 

“What you were saying,” said Pooh. “Undoubtably.’ 



Piglet gave Pooh a stiffening sort of nudge, and Pooh, 
who felt more and more that he was somewhere else, got 
up slowly and began to look for himself. 

“But how shall we do it?” asked Piglet. “What sort of 
a lesson, Rabbit?” 

“That’s the point, said Rabbit. 
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The word “lesson’’ came back to Pooh as one he had 
heard before somewhere. 

“There’s a thing called Twy-stymes,” he said. “ChristO' 
pher Robin tried to teach it to me once, but it didn’t.” 

“What didn’t?” said Rabbit. 

“Didn’t what?” said Piglet. 

Pooh shook his head. 

“I don’t know,” he said. “It just didn’t. What are we 
talking about?” 

“Pooh,” said Piglet reproachfully, “haven’t you been lis- 
tening to what Rabbit was saying?” 

“I listened, but I had a small piece of fluff in my ear. 
Could you say it again, please, Rabbit?” 

Rabbit never minded saying things again, so he asked 
where he should begin from; and when Pooh had said from 
the moment when the fluff got in his ear, and Rabbit had 
asked when that was, and Pooh had said he didn't know be- 
cause he hadn’t heard properly, Piglet settled it all by saying 
that what they were trying to do was, they were just trying 
to think of a way to get the bounces out of Tigger, because 
however much you liked him, you couldn’t deny it, he did 
bounce. 

“Oh, I see,” said Pooh. 

“There’s too much of him,” said Rabbit, “that’s what 
it comes to.” 
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Pooh tried to think, and all he could think of was 
something which didn’t help at all. So he hummed it very 
quietly to himself. 


If Rabbit 
Was bigger 
And fatter 
And stronger, 

Or bigger 
Than Tigger, 

If Tigger was smaller. 

Then Tigger’s bad habit 
Of bouncing at Rabbit 
Would matter 
No longer. 

If Rabbit 
Was taller. 

“What was Pooh saying?” asked Rabbit. “Any good?” 

“No,” said Pooh sadly. “No good.” 

“Well, I’ve got an idea,” said Rabbit, “and here it is. 
We take Tigger for a long explore, somewhere where he’s 
never been, and we lose him there, and next morning we 
find him again, and — mark my words — he’ll be a differ- 
ent Tigger altogether.” 

“Why?” said Pooh. 

“Because he’ll be a Humble Tigger. Because he’ll be 
a Sad Tigger, a Melancholy Tigger, a Small and Sorry 

¥ 


I I 2 


Tigger Is Unbounced 


Tigger, and Oh'Rabbit'I'dm'glad'tO'See-you Tigger. That’s 

“Will he be glad to see me and Piglet, too?” 

“Of course.” 

“That’s good,” said Pooh. 

“I should hate him to go on being Sad,” said Piglet 
doubtfully. 

“Tiggers never go on being Sad,” explained Rabbit. 
“They get over it with Astonishing Rapidity. I asked 
Owl, just to make sure, and he said that that’s what they 
always get over it with. But if we can make Tigger feel 
Small and Sad just for five minutes, we shall have done a 
good deed.” 

“Would Christopher Robin think so?” asked Piglet. 

“Yes,” said Rabbit. “He’d say ‘You’ve done a good deed, 
Piglet. I would have done it myself, only I happened to 
be doing something else. Thank you, Piglet.’ And Pooh, 
of course.” 

Piglet felt very glad about this, and he saw at once that 
what they were going to do to Tigger was a good thing to 
do, and as Pooh and Rabbit were doing it with him, it was 
a thing which even a Very Small Animal could wake up in 
the morning and be comfortable about doing. So the only 
question was, where should they lose Tigger? 

“We 11 take him to the North Pole,” said Rabbit, “be- 



The TfousE c^T ?ooh Corner 


cause it was a very long explore finding it, so it will be a 
very long explore for Tigger unfinding it again.” 

It was now Pooh’s turn to feel very glad, because it was 
he who had first found the North Pole, and when they got 
there, Tigger would see a notice which said, “Discovered 
by Pooh, Pooh found it,” and then Tigger would know, 
which perhaps he didn t know, the sort of Bear Pooh was. 
That sort of Bear. 

So it was arranged that they should start next morning, 
and that Rabbit, who lived near Kanga and Roo and Tig- 
ger, should now go home and ask Tigger what he was do- 
ing tomorrow, because if he wasn’t doing anything, what 
about coming for an explore and getting Pooh and Piglet 
to come too? And if Tigger said “Yes” that would be all 
right, and if he said “No” 

“He won’t,” said Rabbit. “Leave it to me.” And he went 
off busily. 

The next day was quite a different day. Instead of being 
hot and sunny, it was cold and misty. Pooh didn t mind 
for himself, but when he thought of all the honey the bees 
wouldn’t be making, a cold and misty day always made him 
feel sorry for them. He said so to Piglet when Piglet came 
to fetch him, and Piglet said that he wasn’t thinking of that 
so much, but of how cold and miserable it would be being 
lost all day and night on the top of the Forest. But when 
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he and Pooh had got to Rabbit’s house, Rabbit said it was 
just the day for them, because Tigger always bounced on 
ahead of everybody, and as soon as he got out of sight, 
they would hurry away in the other direction, and he 
would never see them again. 

“Not never?” said Piglet. 

“Well, not until we find him again, Piglet. Tomorrow, 
or whenever it is. Come on. He’s waiting for us.” 

When they got to Kanga’s house, they found that Roo 
was waiting too, being a great friend of Tigger’s, which 
made it Awkward; but Rabbit whispered “Leave this to 
me” behind his paw to Pooh, and went up to Kanga. 

“I don’t think Roo had better come, he said. “Not tO' 
day.” 

“Why not?” said Roo, who wasn’t supposed to be lis- 
tening. 

“Nasty cold day,” said Rabbit, shaking his head. “And 
you were coughing this morning.” 

“How do you know?” asked Roo indignantly. 

Oh, Roo, you never told me,” said Kanga reproachfully. 

It was a Biscuit Cough, said Roo, “not one you tell 
about.” 

“I think not today, dear. Another day.” 

“Tomorrow?” said Roo hopefully. 

“We ll see,” said Kanga. 
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“You’re always seeing, and nothing ever happens,” said 
Roo sadly. 

“Nobody could see on a day like this, Roo, said Rabbit. 
“I don’t expect we shall get very far, and then this afternoon 
we’ll all — we’ll all — we’ll — ah, Tigger, there you are. Come 
on. Good-bye, Roo! This afternoon we 11 — come on. Pooh! 
All ready? That’s right. Come on.” 



So they went. At first Pooh and Rabbit and Piglet 
walked together, and Tigger ran round them in circles, 
and then, when the path got narrower, Rabbit, Piglet and 
Pooh walked one after another, and Tigger ran round 
them in oblongs, and by^and'by, when the gorse got very 
prickly on each side of the path, Tigger ran up and down 
in front of them, and sometimes he bounced into Rabbit 
and sometimes he didn’t. And as they got higher, the mist 
got thicker, so that Tigger kept disappearing, and then 
when you thought he wasn’t there, there he was again, 
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s a ying “I say, come on,” and before you could say anything, 
there he wasn’t. 

Rabbit turned round and nudged Piglet. 

“The next time,” he said. “Tell Pooh.” 

“The next time,” said Piglet to Pooh. 

“The next what?” said Pooh to Piglet. 

Tigger appeared suddenly, bounced into Rabbit, and 
disappeared again. “Now!” said Rabbit. He jumped into 
a hollow by the side of the path, and Pooh and Piglet 
jumped after him. They crouched in the bracken, listen- 
ing. The Forest was very silent when you stopped and 
listened to it. They could see nothing and hear nothing. 



“H’sh!” said Rabbit. 

“I am,” said Pooh. 

There was a pattering noise . . . then silence again. 
“Hallo! said Tigger, and he sounded so close sud- 
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denly that Piglet would have jumped if Pooh hadn’t 
accidentally been sitting on most of him. 

“Where are you?” called Tigger. 

Rabbit nudged Pooh, and Pooh looked about for Pig- 
let to nudge, but couldn’t find him, and Piglet went on 
breathing wet bracken as quietly as he could, and felt very 
brave and excited. 

“That’s funny,” said Tigger. 



There was a moment’s silence, and then they heard 
him pattering off again. For a little longer they waited, un- 
til the Forest had become so still that it almost frightened 
them, and then Rabbit got up and stretched himself. 

“Well?” he whispered proudly. “There we are! Just as 
I said.” 

“I’ve been thinking, said Pooh, “and I think 

“No,” said Rabbit. “Don’t. Run. Come on.” And they 
all hurried off, Rabbit leading the way. 
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“Now,” said Rabbit, after they had gone a little way, 
“we can talk. What were you going to say. Pooh?” 

“Nothing much. Why are we going along here? 

“Because it’s the way home.” 

“Oh!" said Pooh. 

“I think it’s more to the right,” said Piglet nervously. 
“What do you think, Pooh?” 

Pooh looked at his two paws. He knew that one of them 
was the right, and he knew that when you had decided 
which one of them was the right, then the other one was 
the left, but he never could remember how to begin. 



“Well,” he said slowly — 

“Come on,” said Rabbit. “I know it’s this way.” 

They went on. Ten minutes later they stopped again. 
“It’s very silly,” said Rabbit, “but just for the moment 
I — Ah, of course. Come on. . . .” 
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“Here we are,’ said Rabbit ten minutes later. “No, 
we re not. . . .” 

“Now, said Rabbit ten minutes later, “I think we ought 
to be getting — or are we a little bit more to the right than 
I thought? . . .” 

“It’s a funny thing,’’ said Rabbit ten minutes later, 
“bow everything looks the same in a mist. Have you no- 
ticed it, Pooh?” 

Pooh said that he had. 

“Lucky we know the Forest so well, or we might get 
lost,” said Rabbit half an hour later, and he gave the care- 
less laugh which you give when you know the Forest so 
well that you can’t get lost. 



Piglet sidled up to Pooh from behind. 

“Pooh!” he whispered. 

“Yes, Piglet?” 

“Nothing,” said Piglet, taking Pooh's paw. “1 just want' 
ed to be sure of you. 

When Tigger had finished waiting for the others to 
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catch him up, and they hadn’t, and when he had got tired 
of having nobody to say, “I say, come on” to, he thought 
he would go home. So he trotted back; and the first thing 
Kanga said when she saw him was “There’s a good Tig- 
ger. You’re just in time for your Strengthening Medicine,” 
and she poured it out for him. Roo said proudly, “I’ve 
had mine,” and Tigger swallowed his and said, “So have 
I,” and then he and Roo pushed each other about in a 
friendly way, and Tigger accidentally knocked over one 
or two chairs by accident, and Roo accidentally knocked 
over one on purpose, and Kanga said, “Now then, run 
along." 

“Where shall we run along to?” asked Roo. 

“You can go and collect some fir-cones for me,” said 
Kanga, giving them a basket. 


a 



So they went to the Six Pine Trees, and threw fir- 
cones at each other until they had forgotten what they 
came for, and they left the basket under the trees and 
went back to dinner. And it was just as they were 
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finishing dinner that Christopher Robin put his head in 
at the door. 

“Where’s Pooh?” he asked. 

“Tigger dear, where’s Pooh? said Kanga. Tigger ex- 
plained what had happened at the same time that Roo was 
explaining about his Biscuit Cough and Kanga was telling 
them not both to talk at once, so it was some time before 
Christopher Robin guessed that Pooh and Piglet and Rab- 
bit were all lost in the mist on the top of the Forest. 

“It’s a funny thing about Tiggers,” whispered Tigger to 
Roo, “how Tiggers now get lost.” 

“Why don’t they, Tigger?” 

“They just don’t,” explained Tigger. “That’s how it is.” 

“Well,” said Christopher Robin, “we shall have to go 
and find them, that’s all. Come on, Tigger.” 

“I shall have to go and find them,” explained Tigger to 
Roo. 

“May I find them too?” asked Roo eagerly. 

“I think not today, dear,” said Kanga. “Another day.” 

“Well, if they’re lost tomorrow, may I find them?” 

“We ll see,” said Kanga, and Roo, who knew what 
that meant, went into a corner, and practised jumping 
out at himself, partly because he wanted to practise 
this, and partly because he didn’t want Christopher 
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Robin and Tigger to think that he minded when they 
went off without him. 

"The fact is,” said Rabbit, “we’ve missed our way some' 
how.” 

They were having a rest in a small sand-pit on the top 
of the Forest. Pooh was getting rather tired of that sand- 
pit, and suspected it of following them about, because 
whichever direction they started in, they always ended up 
at it, and each time, as it came through the mist at them. 
Rabbit said triumphantly, “Now I know where we are!” 
and Pooh said sadly, “So do I,” and Piglet said nothing. 
He had tried to think of something to say, but the only 
thing he could think of was, “Help, help!” and it seemed 
silly to say that, when he had Pooh and Rabbit with him. 

“Well, said Rabbit, after a long silence in which nobody 
thanked him for the nice walk they were having, “we’d bet- 
ter get on, I suppose. Which way shall we try?” 

“How would it be,” said Pooh slowly, “if, as soon as 
we re out of sight of this Pit, we try to find it again?” 

“What’s the good of that?” said Rabbit. 

“Well,” said Pooh, “we keep looking for Home and 
not finding it, so I thought that if we looked for this 
Pit, we’d be sure not to find it, which would be a Good 
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Thing, because then we might find something that 
we weren’t looking for, which might be just what we 
were looking tor, really.’ 

“I don’t see much sense in that,” said Rabbit. 

“No,” said Pooh humbly, “there isn t. But there was 
going to be when I began it. It’s just that something hap- 
pened to it on the way.” 

“If I walked away from this Pit, and then walked back 
to it, of course I should find it.” 

“Well, I thought perhaps you wouldn’t,” said Pooh. “I 
just thought. 

“Try,” said Piglet suddenly. “We ll wait here for you.” 

Rabbit gave a laugh to show how silly Piglet was, and 
walked into the mist. After he had gone a hundred yards, 
he turned and walked back again . . . and after Pooh and 
Piglet had waited twenty minutes for him. Pooh got up. 

“I just thought,” said Pooh. “Now then, Piglet, let’s go 
home.” 

“But, Pooh,” cried Piglet, all excited, “do you know the 
way: 

“No,” said Pooh. “But there are twelve pots of hon- 
ey in my cupboard, and they’ve been calling to me for 
hours. 1 couldn't hear them properly before, because Rab- 
bit would talk, but if nobody says anything except those 
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twelve pots, I think, Piglet, I shall know where they’re 
calling from. Come on.” 

They walked off together; and for a long time Piglet 
said nothing, so as not to interrupt the pots; and then 
suddenly he made a squeaky noise . . . and an oo-noise . . . 
because now he began to know where he was; but he 
still didn’t dare to say so out loud, in case he wasn’t. And 
just when he was getting so sure of himself that it didn’t 
matter whether the pots went on calling or not, there 
was a shout from in front of them, and out of the mist 
came Christopher Robin. 



“Oh, there you are,” said Christopher Robin carelessly, 
trying to pretend that he hadn’t been Anxious. 



The ^fousi c^t ?ooh (Corner 


“Here we are, said Pooh. 

“Where’s Rabbit?’ 

“I don’t know,’’ said Pooh. 

“Oh — well, I expect Tigger will find him. He’s sort of 
looking for you all.” 

“Well,” said Pooh, “I’ve got to go home for something, 
and so has Piglet, because we haven’t had it yet, and — ” 
“I’ll come and watch you, said Christopher Robin. 



So he went home with Pooh, and watched him for 
quite a long time . . . and all the time he was watching, 
Tigger was tearing round the Forest making loud yapping 
noises for Rabbit. And at last a very Small and Sorry 
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Rabbit heard him. And the Small and Sorry Rabbit rushed 
through the mist at the noise, and it suddenly turned into 
Tigger; a Friendly Tigger, a Grand Tigger, a Large and 
Helpful Tigger, a Tigger who bounced, if he bounced at 
all, in just the beautiful way a Tigger ought to bounce. 

“Oh, Tigger, I am glad to see you,” cried Rabbit. 
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IN WHICH 


Piglet Does 
a Very Grand Thing 



alf way between Pooh’s house and Pig- 
let’s house was a Thoughtful Spot where 
they met sometimes when they had decided to go and see 
each other, and as it was warm and out of the wind they 
would sit down there for a little and wonder what they 
would do now that they had seen each other. One day 
when they had decided not to do anything. Pooh made 
up a verse about it, so that everybody should know what 
the place was for. 


This warm and sunny Spot 
Belongs to Pooh. 

And here he wonders what 
He’s going to do. 

Oh, bother, 1 forgot — 

It’s Piglet’s too. 


$ 
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Now one autumn morning when the wind had blown 
all the leaves off the trees in the night, and was trying to 
blow the branches off, Pooh and Piglet were sitting in the 
Thoughtful Spot and wondering. 

“What / think,” said Pooh, “is I think we ll go to Pooh 
Corner and see Eeyore, because perhaps his house has 
been blown down, and perhaps he’d like us to build it 
again.” 

“What / think, said Piglet, “is I think we 11 go and see 
Christopher Robin, only he won’t be there, so we can’t.” 

“Let’s go and see everybody,” said Pooh. “Because 
when you’ve been walking in the wind for miles, and you 
suddenly go into somebody’s house, and he says, ‘Hallo, 
Pooh, you’re just in time for a little smackerel of some- 
thing,’ and you are, then it’s what I call a Friendly Day.” 

Piglet thought that they ought to have a Reason for go- 
mg to see everybody, like Looking for Small or Organiz- 
ing an Expotition, if Pooh could think of something. 

Pooh could. 

“Well go because it’s Thursday,” he said, “and we ll 
go to wish everybody a Very Happy Thursday. Come on. 
Piglet.” 

They got up; and when Piglet had sat down again, 
because he didn’t know the wind was so strong, and 
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had been helped up by Pooh, they started off. They went 
to Pooh’s house first, and luckily Pooh was at home just 
as they got there, so he asked them in, and they had some, 
and then they went on to Kanga’s house, holding on to 
each other, and shouting “Isn’t it?” and “What? and “I 
can’t hear.” By the time they got to Kanga’s house they 
were so buffeted that they stayed to lunch. Just at first it 
seemed rather cold outside afterwards, so they pushed on 
to Rabbit’s as quickly as they could. 


“We’ve come to wish you a Very Happy Thursday,” 
said Pooh, when he had gone in and out once or twice 
just to make sure that he could get out again. 

“Why, what’s going to happen on Thursday?” asked 
Rabbit, and when Pooh had explained, and Rabbit, whose 
life was made up of Important Things, said, “Oh, I thought 
you’d really come about something,” they sat down for a 
little . . . and by-and'by Pooh and Piglet went on again. The 
wind was behind them now, so they didn’t have to shout. 

“Rabbit’s clever,” said Pooh thoughtfully. 
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“Yes,” said Piglet, “Rabbit’s clever.” 

“And he has Brain.” 

“Yes,” said Piglet, “Rabbit has Brain.” 

There was a long silence. 

“I suppose,” said Pooh, “that that’s why he never un- 
derstands anything.” 

Christopher Robin was at home by this time, because 
it was the afternoon, and he was so glad to see them that 
they stayed there until very nearly tea-time, and then they 
had a Very Nearly tea, which is one you forget about after- 
wards, and hurried on to Pooh Corner, so as to see Eeyore 
before it was too late to have a Proper Tea with Owl. 

“Hallo, Eeyore,” they called out cheerfully. 

“Ah! said Eeyore. “Lost your way?” 

“We just came to see you,” said Piglet. “And to see 
how your house was. Look, Pooh, it’s still standing!” 

“I know,’ said Eeyore. “Very odd. Somebody ought to 
have come down and pushed it over.” 

“We wondered whether the wind would blow it down,” 
said Pooh. 

“Ah, that’s why nobody’s bothered, I suppose. I thought 
perhaps they’d forgotten." 

“Well, we re very glad to see you, Eeyore, and now 
we re going on to see Owl.” 

“That’s right. You’ll like Owl. He flew past a day 
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or two ago and noticed me. He didn’t actually say any- 
thing, mind you, but he knew it was me. Very friendly of 
him, I thought. Encouraging.” 

Pooh and Piglet shuffled about a little and said, “Well, 
good'bye, Eeyore, as lingeringly as they could, but they 
had a long way to go, and wanted to be getting on. 

“Good-bye,” said Eeyore. “Mind you don’t get blown 
away, little Piglet. You’d be missed. People would say 
‘Where’s little Piglet been blown to?’ — really wanting to 
know. Well, good'bye. And thank you for happening to 
pass me.” 

“Good-bye,” said Pooh and Piglet for the last time, and 
they pushed on to Owl’s house. 

The wind was against them now, and Piglet’s ears 
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as he fought his way along, and it seemed hours before he 
got them into the shelter of the Hundred Acre Wood and 
they stood up straight again, to listen, a little nervously, 
to the roaring of the gale among the tree-tops. 

Supposing a tree fell down, Pooh, when we were un- 
derneath it?” 

“Supposing it didn’t,” said Pooh after careful thought. 

Piglet was comforted by this, and in a little while 
they were knocking and ringing very cheerfully at Owl’s 
door. 

“Hallo, Owl,” said Pooh. “I hope we re not too late 
for — I mean, how are you. Owl? Piglet and I just came to 
see how you were, because it’s Thursday.” 

“Sit down, Pooh, sit down, Piglet,” said Owl kindly. 
“Make yourselves comfortable.” 

They thanked him, and made themselves as comfort- 
able as they could. 

“Because, you see, Owl,” said Pooh, “we’ve been hur- 
rying, so as to be in time for — so as to see you before we 
went away again.” 

Owl nodded solemnly. 

“Correct me if I am wrong,” he said, “but am I right in 
supposing that it is a very Blusterous day outside?” 

“Very, said Piglet, who was quietly thawing his 
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ears, and wishing that he was safely back in his own 
house. 

"I thought so,” said Owl. “It was on just such a blus- 
terous day as this that my Uncle Robert, a portrait of 
whom you see upon the wall on your right, Piglet, while 
returning in the late forenoon from a — What’s that?” 

There was a loud cracking noise. 


“Look out!” cried Pooh. “Mind the clock! Out of the 
way, Piglet! Piglet, I’m falling on you! 

“Help!” cried Piglet. 

Pooh's side of the room was slowly tilting upwards 
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and his chair began sliding down on Piglet’s. The clock 
slithered gently along the mantelpiece, collecting vases on 
the way, until they all crashed together on to what had 
once been the floor, but was now trying to see what it 
looked like as a wall. Uncle Robert, who was going to be 
the new hearthrug, and was bringing the rest of his wall 
with him as carpet, met Piglet’s chair just as Piglet was 
expecting to leave it, and for a little while it became very 
difficult to remember which was really the north. Then 
there was another loud crack . . . Owl s room collected 
itself feverishly . . . and there was silence. 


In a corner of the room, the table-cloth began to 



Then it wrapped itself into a ball and rolled 
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Then it jumped up and down once or twice, and put 
out two ears. It rolled across the room again, and un- 
wound itself. 



“Pooh, said Piglet nervously. 

“Yes?” said one of the chairs. 

“Where are we? 

“I’m not quite sure,” said the chair. 

“Are we — are we in Owl’s House?” 

“I think so, because we were just going to have tea, and 
we hadn’t had it.” 

“Oh! said Piglet. “Well, did Owl always have a letter- 
box in his ceiling?” 
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“Has he?” 

“Yes, look.” 

“I can’t,” said Pooh. “I’m face downwards under some- 
thing, and that, Piglet, is a very bad position for looking 
at ceilings.” 

“Well, he has, Pooh.” 

“Perhaps he’s changed it,” said Pooh. “Just for a change.” 



There was a disturbance behind the table in the other 
corner of the room, and Owl was with them again. 

“Ah, Piglet,” said Owl, looking very much annoyed, 
“where’s Pooh?” 

“I’m not quite sure,” said Pooh. 

Owl turned at his voice, and frowned at as much of 
Pooh as he could see. 
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“Pooh,” said Owl severely, “did^you do that?” 

“No,” said Pooh humbly. “I don’t think so.” 

“Then who did?” 

“I think it was the wind,” said Piglet. “I think your 
house has blown down.” 

“Oh, is that it? I thought it was Pooh. 

“No,” said Pooh. 

“If it was the wind,” said Owl, considering the matter, 
“then it wasn’t Pooh’s fault. No blame can be attached to 
him.” With these kind words he flew up to look at his 
new ceiling. 

“Piglet!’ called Pooh in a loud whisper. 

Piglet leant down to him. 

“Yes, Pooh?” 

“ What did he say was attached to me?” 

“He said he didn’t blame you." 

“Oh! I thought he meant — Oh, I see.” 

“Owl!” said Piglet, “come down and help Pooh.” 

Owl, who was admiring his letter-box, flew down again. 
Together they pushed and pulled at the armchair, and in 
a little while Pooh came out from underneath, and was 
able to look round him again. 

“Well!” said Owl. “This is a nice state of things!” 

“What are we going to do, Pooh? Can you think of 
anything?” asked Piglet. 
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“Well, I had just thought of something, said Pooh. “It 
was just a little thing I thought of.” And he began to sing: 


I lay on my chest 

And 1 thought it best 

To pretend 1 was having an evening rest; 

I lay on my turn 

And 1 tried to hum 

But nothing particular seemed to come. 

My lace was Hat 

On the floor, and that 

Is all very well for an acrobat; 

But it doesn’t seem fair 
To a Friendly Bear 

To stiffen him out with a basket'chair. 
And a sort of sqooze 
Which grows and grows 
Is not too nice for his poor old nose, 
And a sort of squch 
Is much too much 
For his neck and his mouth 
and his ears and such. 


“That was all, said Pooh. 

Owl coughed in an unadmiring sort of way, and said 
that, if Pooh was sure that was all, they could now give 
their minds to the Problem of Escape. 

“Because,” said Owl, “we can’t go out by what used to 
be the front door. Something’s fallen on it. 
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“But how else can you go out?” asked Piglet anxiously. 

“That is the Problem, Piglet, to which I am asking 
Pooh to give his mind. 

Pooh sat on the floor which had once been a wall, and 
gazed up at the ceiling which had once been another wall, 
with a front door in it which had once been a front door, 
and tried to give his mind to it. 

“Could you fly up to the letter-box with Piglet on your 
back?” he asked. 

“No,” said Piglet quickly. “He couldn t.” 

Owl explained about the Necessary Dorsal Muscles. 
He had explained this to Pooh and Christopher Robin 
once before, and had been waiting ever since for a chance 
to do it again, because it is a thing which you can easily 
explain twice before anybody knows what you are talking 
about. 

“Because you see. Owl, if we could get Piglet into the 
letter-box, he might squeeze through the place where the 
letters come, and climb down the tree and run for help.” 

Piglet said hurriedly that he had been getting 
bigger lately, and couldn’t possibly, much as he would 
like to, and Owl said that he had had his letter-box made 
bigger lately in case he got bigger letters, so perhaps Piglet 
might, and Piglet said, “But you said the necessary 
you-know-whats wouldn’t," and Owl said, “No, they won’t, 
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so it’s no good thinking about it,” and Piglet said, “Then 
we’d better think of something else,” and began to at once. 

But Pooh’s mind had gone back to the day when he 
had saved Piglet from the flood, and everybody had ad' 
mired him so much; and as that didn’t often happen he 
thought he would like it to happen again. And suddenly, 
just as it had come before, an idea came to him. 

“Owl,” said Pooh, “I have thought of something.” 

“Astute and Helpful Bear,” said Owl. 

Pooh looked proud at being called a stout and helpful 
bear, and said modestly that he just happened to think of 
it. You tied a piece of string to Piglet, and you flew up to 
the letter-box with the other end in your beak, and you 
pushed it through the wire and brought it down to the 
floor, and you and Pooh pulled hard at this end, and Piglet 
went slowly up at the other end. And there you were. 

“And there Piglet is,” said Owl. “If the string doesn’t 
break.” 

“Supposing it does?” asked Piglet, wanting to know. 

“Then we try another piece of string.” 

This was not very comforting to Piglet, because 
however many pieces of string they tried pulling up 
with, it would always be the same him coming down; 
but still, it did seem the only thing to do. So with one 
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last look back in his mind at all the happy hours he had 
spent in the Forest not being pulled up to the ceiling by 
a piece of string, Piglet nodded bravely at Pooh and said 
that it was a Very Clever pup-pup-pup Clever pup-pup 
Plan. 

It won t break, whispered Pooh comfortingly, “be- 
cause you re a Small Animal, and I’ll stand underneath, 
and if you save us all, it will be a Very Grand Thing to 
talk about afterwards, and perhaps I’ll make up a Song, 
and people will say 'It was so grand what Piglet did that 
a Respectful Pooh Song was made about it.’ ” 



Piglet felt much better after this, and when everything 
was ready, and he found himself slowly going up to the 
ceiling, he was so proud that he would have called out 
Look at me!’ if he hadn’t been afraid that Pooh and Owl 
would let go of their end of the string and look at him. 
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“Up we go!” said Pooh cheerfully. 

“The ascent is proceeding as expected, said Owl help- 
fully. Soon it was over. Piglet opened the letterbox and 
climbed in. Then, having untied himself, he 




began to squeeze into the slit, through which in the 


old days when front doors were front doors, many an 
unexpected letter that WOL had written to himself, had 
come slipping. 


He squeezed and he squoze, and then with one last 
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sqooze he was out. Happy and excited he turned round to 
squeak a last message to the prisoners. 



“It’s all right,” he called through the letterbox. “Your 
tree is blown right over, Owl, and there’s a branch across 
the door, but Christopher Robin and I can move it, and 
we’ll bring a rope for Pooh, and I’ll go and tell him now, 
and I can climb down quite easily, I mean it’s dangerous 
but I can do it all right, and Christopher Robin and I 
will be back in about half-an-hour. Good-bye, Pooh!” And 
without waiting to hear Pooh’s answering “Good-bye, and 
thank you, Piglet,” he was off. 

“Half-an-hour,” said Owl, settling himself comfortably. 
“That will just give me time to finish that story I was tell- 
ing you about my Uncle Robert — a portrait of whom you 
see underneath you. Now let me see, where was I? Oh, 
yes. It was on just such a blusterous day as this that my 
Uncle Robert — ” 

Pooh closed his eyes. 





IN WHICH 


Eeyore Finds the Wolery 
and Owl Moves Into It 


ooh HAD wandered into the Hundred Acre 
Wood, and was standing in front of what had 
once been Owl s House. It didn’t look at all like a house 
now; it looked like a tree which had been blown down; 
and as soon as a house looks like that, it is time you tried 
to find another one. Pooh had had a Mysterious Missage 
underneath his front door that morning, saying, “I AM 

SCERCHING FOR A NEW HOUSE FOR OWL SO 



HAD YOU RABBIT,” and while he was wondering what 
it meant. Rabbit had come in and read it for him. 

“I m leaving one for all the others, said Rabbit, and 
telling them what it means, and they’ll all search too. I m 
in a hurry, good-bye.” And he had run off. 

Pooh followed slowly. He had something better to 
do than to find a new house for Owl; he had to make 
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up a Pooh song about the old one. Because he had prom- 
ised Piglet days and days ago that he would, and when- 
ever he and Piglet had met since, Piglet didn’t actually 
say anything, but you knew at once why he didn’t; and if 
anybody mentioned Hums or Trees or String or Storms- 
in-the-Night, Piglet’s nose went all pink at the tip and he 
talked about something quite different in a hurried sort 


of way. 



“But it isn’t Easy,’’ said Pooh to himself, as he looked 
at what had once been Owl’s House. “Because Poetry and 
Hums aren t things which you get, they re things which 


1 47 H 



The TTouse <v4t Tooh (Corner 


getyou. And all you can do is to go where they can find you. 
He waited hopefully. . . . 

“Well,” said Pooh after a long wait, “I shall begin ‘Here 
lies a tree’ because it does, and then I’ll see what hap- 
pens.” 

This is what happened. 

Here lies a tree which Owl (a bird) 

Was fond of when it stood on end , 

And Owl was talking to a friend 
Called Me (in case you hadn't heard) 

When something Oo occurred. 

For lo ! the wind was blusterous 

And flattened out his favourite tree; 

And things looks bad for him and we — 

Looked had , / mean , for he and us — 

Ive never known them wuss. 

Then Piglet (PIGLET) thought a thing: 

“Courage!" he said. “T Fere's always hope. 

I want a thinnish piece of rope. 

Or, if there isn)t any bring 
A thickish piece of string." 

So to the letterTox he rose, 

While Pooh and Owl said “Oh!" 
and “Hum!" 

And where the letters always come 
(Called “LETTERS ONLY") Piglet sqooze 
His head and then his toes. 
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0 gallant Piglet (PIGLET)! Ho! 

Did Piglet tremble? Did he blinch? 
No, No, he struggled inch by inch 
Through LETTERS ONLY , as I know 
Because / saw him go. 

He ran and ran , and then he stood 
And shouted , “ Help for Owl , a bird 
And Pooh , a hear! until he heard 
The others coming through the wood 
As quickly as they could. 

“Help'hclp and Rescue/” Piglet cried 
And showed the others where to go. 
Sing ho! for Piglet (PIGLET) ho! 
And soon the door was opened wide 
And we were both outside! 

Sing ho! for Piglet , ho! 

Ho! 


So there it is,” said Pooh, when he had sung this 
to himself three times. “It’s come different from what I 
thought it would, but it s come. Now I must go and sing 
it to Piglet.” 

I AM SCERCHING FOR A NEW HOUSE FOR 
OWL SO HAD YOU RABBIT. 

“What’s all this? said Eey ore. 

Rabbit explained. 
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“What’s the matter with his old house?” asked Eeyore. 
Rabbit explained. 

“Nobody tells me,” said Eeyore. “Nobody keeps me In- 
formed. I make it seventeen days come Friday since any- 
body spoke to me. 

“It certainly isn’t seventeen days — ” 

“Come Friday,” explained Eeyore. 

“And today’s Saturday,” said Rabbit. “So that would 
make it eleven days. And I was here myself a week ago.” 

“Not conversing,” said Eeyore. * Not first one and then 
the other. You said ‘Hallo’ and Flashed Past. I saw your tail 
in the distance as I was meditating my reply. I had thought 
of saying ‘What? — but, of course, it was then too late. 
“Well, I was in a hurry.” 

“No Give and Take,” Eeyore went on. “No Exchange of 
Thought: ‘Hallo— What ”— I mean, it gets you nowhere, 
particularly if the other person’s tail is only just in sight 
for the second half of the conversation.” 

“It’s your fault, Eeyore. You’ve never been to see any 
of us. You just stay here in this one corner of the Forest 
waiting for the others to come to you. Why don t you go 
to them sometimes?” 

Eeyore was silent for a little while, thinking. 

“There may be something in what you say, Rabbit,” he 
said at last. “I must move about more. I must come and go. 
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“That’s right, Eeyore. Drop in on any of us at any time, 
when you feel like it.” 

“Thank-you, Rabbit. And if anybody says in a Loud 
Voice ‘Bother, it’s Eeyore,’ I can drop out again.’’ 

Rabbit stood on one leg for a moment. 

“Well,” he said, “I must be going.” 

“Good-bye,” said Eeyore. 

“What? Oh, good-bye. And if you do come across a 
house for Owl, you must let us know.” 

“I will give my mind to it,” said Eeyore. 

Rabbit went. 

Pooh had found Piglet, and they were walking back to 
the Hundred Acre Wood together. 

“Piglet,” said Pooh a little shyly, after they had walked 
for some time without saying anything. 

“Yes, Pooh?” 

“Do you remember when I said that a Respectful Pooh 
Song might be written about You Know What? 

“Did you, Pooh?” said Piglet, getting a little pink round 
the nose. “Oh, yes, I believe you did.” 

“It’s been written. Piglet. 

The pink went slowly up Piglet’s nose to his ears, and 
settled there. 

“Has it, Pooh?” he asked huskily. “About — about 
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— That Time When? — Do you mean really written?” 
“Yes, Piglet.” 

The tips of Piglet’s ears glowed suddenly, and he tried 
to say something; but even after he had husked once or 
twice, nothing came out. So Pooh went on. 

“There are seven verses in it.” 



“Seven?” said Piglet as carelessly as he could. “You 
don’t often get seven verses in a Hum, do you, Pooh?” 

“Never,” said Pooh. “I don’t suppose it’s ever been 
heard of before.” 

“Do the Others know yet?” asked Piglet, stopping for a 
moment to pick up a stick and throw it away. 

“No,” said Pooh. “And I wondered which you would 
like best. For me to hum it now, or to wait till we find the 
others, and then hum it to all of you.” 

Piglet thought for a little. 
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“I think what I’d like best. Pooh, is I’d like you to hum it 
to me now — and — and then to hum it to all of us. Because 
then Everybody would hear it, but I could say ‘Oh, yes, 
Pooh’s told me,’ and pretend not to be listening.’’ 

So Pooh hummed it to him, all the seven verses and 
Piglet said nothing, but just stood and glowed. 

Never before had anyone sung ho for Piglet (PIGLET) 
ho all by himself. When it was over, he wanted to ask for 
one of the verses over again, but didn’t quite like to. It was 
the verse beginning “O gallant Piglet,” and it seemed to 
him a very thoughtful way of beginning a piece of poetry. 

“Did I really do all that?” he said at last. 

“Well,” said Pooh, “in poetry — in a piece of poetry — 
well, you did it, Piglet, because the poetry says you did. 
And that’s how people know.” 

“Oh!” said Piglet. “Because I — I thought I did blinch 
a little. Just at first. And it says, ‘Did he blinch no no.’ 
That’s why.” 

“You only blinched inside,” said Pooh, “and that’s the 
bravest way for a Very Small Animal not to blinch that 
there is.” 

Piglet sighed with happiness, and began to think about 
himself. He was BRAVE. . . . 

When they got to Owl’s old house, they found every' 
body else there except Eeyore. Christopher Robin was 
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telling them what to do, and Rabbit was telling 
them again directly afterwards, in case they hadn’t heard, 
and then they were all doing it. They had got a rope and 
were pulling Owl’s chairs and pictures and things out 
of his old house so as to be ready to put them into his 
new one. Kanga was down below tying the things on, and 
calling out to Owl, “You won’t want this dirty old 
dish-cloth any more, will you, and what about this carpet, 
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it’s all in holes,” and Owl was calling back indignantly, 
“Of course I do! It’s just a question of arranging the 
furniture properly, and it isn’t a dish-cloth, it’s my shawl.” 
Every now and then Roo fell in and came back on the 
rope with the next article, which flustered Kanga a little 
because she never knew where to look for him. So she got 
cross with Owl and said that his house was a Disgrace, all 
damp and dirty, and it was quite time it did tumble down. 
Look at that horrid bunch of toadstools growing out of 
the floor there! So Owl looked down, a little surprised 
because he didn’t know about this, and then gave a short 
sarcastic laugh, and explained that that was his sponge, 
and that if people didn’t know a perfectly ordinary 
bath-sponge when they saw it, things were coming to a 
pretty pass. “Well/” said Kanga, and Roo fell in quickly, 
crying, “I must see Owl’s sponge! Oh, there it is! Oh, 
Owl! Owl, it isn’t a sponge, it’s a spudge! Do you know 
what a spudge is, Owl? It’s when your sponge gets all — ” 
and Kanga said, “Roo, dear!" very quickly, because that’s 
not the way to talk to anybody who can spell TUESDAY. 

But they were all quite happy when Pooh and Piglet 
came along, and they stopped working in order to have 
a little rest and listen to Pooh’s new song. So then they 
all told Pooh how good it was and Piglet said carelessly, “It 
is good, isn’t it? I mean as a song.” 
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“And what about the new house?” asked Pooh. “Have 
you found it. Owl?” 

“He’s found a name for it,” said Christopher Robin, 
lazily nibbling at a piece of grass, “so now all he wants is 
the house.” 



“I am calling it this,” said Owl importantly, and he 
showed them what he had been making. It was a square 
piece of board with the name of the house painted on it. 

THE WOLERY 

It was at this exciting moment that something came 
through the trees, and bumped into Owl. The board fell 
to the ground, and Piglet and Roo bent over it eagerly. 

“Oh, it’s you,” said Owl crossly. 

“Hallo, Eeyore!” said Rabbit. “ There you are! Where 
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have you been?” Eeyore took no notice of them. 

“Good morning, Christopher Robin,” he said, brushing 
away Roo and Piglet, and sitting down on THE WOL' 
ERY. “Are we alone?” 



“Yes,” said Christopher Robin, smiling to himself. 

“I have been told — the news has worked through to 
my corner of the Forest — the damp bit down on the right 
which nobody wants — that a certain Person is looking 
for a house. I have found one for him.” 

“Ah, well done,” said Rabbit kindly. 

Eeyore looked round slowly at him, and then turned 
back to Christopher Robin. 


t 
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“We have been joined by something,” he said in a loud 
whisper. “But no matter. We can leave it behind. If you 
will come with me, Christopher Robin, I will show you 
the house.” 

Christopher Robin jumped up. 

“Come on, Pooh,” he said. 

“Come on, Tigger!” cried Roo. 

“Shall we go, Owl?” said Rabbit. 

“Wait a moment,” said Owl, picking up his notice- 
board, which had just come into sight again. 

Eeyore waved them back. 

“Christopher Robin and I are going for a Short Walk,” 
he said, “not a Jostle. If he likes to bring Pooh and Piglet 
with him, I shall be glad of their company, but one must 
be able to Breathe.” 

“That’s all right,” said Rabbit, rather glad to be left in 
charge of something. “We’ll go on getting the things out. 
Now then, Tigger, where’s that rope? What’s the matter, 
Owl?” 

Owl, who had just discovered that his new address 
was THE SMUDGE, coughed at Eeyore sternly, but said 
nothing, and Eeyore, with most of THE WOI FRY be- 
hind him, marched oft with his friends. 

So, in a little while, they came to the house which 
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Eeyore had found, and for some minutes before they 
came to it, Piglet was nudging Pooh, and Pooh was 
nudging Piglet, and they were saying, “It is!” and “It can’t 
be!” and “It is, really /” to each other. 

And when they got there, it really was. 

“There!” said Eeyore proudly, stopping them outside 
Piglet’s house. “And the name on it, and everything!” 

“Oh!” cried Christopher Robin, wondering whether to 
laugh or what. 



“Just the house for Owl. Don’t you think so, little Pig- 
let?” 

And then Piglet did a Noble Thing, and he did it in a 
sort of dream, while he was thinking of all the wonderful 
words Pooh had hummed about him. 

“Yes, it’s just the house for Owl,” he said grandly. “And 
I hope he’ll be very happy in it.” And then he gulped 
twice, because he had been very happy in it himself. 

“What do you think, Christopher Robin?” asked Eeyore 
a little anxiously, feeling that something wasn’t quite right. 
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Christopher Robin had a question to ask first, and he 
was wondering how to ask it. 

“Well,” he said at last, “it’s a very nice house, and if your 
own house is blown down, you must go somewhere else, 
mustn’t you, Piglet? What would^ou do, if your house was 
blown down?” 

Before Piglet could think, Pooh answered for him. 

“He’d come and live with me,” said Pooh, “wouldn’t 
you. Piglet?” 

Piglet squeezed his paw. 

“Thank you. Pooh,” he said, “I should love to.” 
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IN WHICH 

Christopher Robin and Pooh 
Come to an Enchanted Place, 
and We Leave Them There 

C hristopher robin was going away. Nobody 
knew why he was going; nobody knew where 
he was going; indeed, nobody even knew why he knew 
that Christopher Robin was going away. But somehow 
or other everybody in the Forest felt that it was happen- 
ing at last. Even Smallest-of-AlI, a friend-and-relation 
of Rabbit’s who thought he had once seen Christopher 
Robin’s foot, but couldn’t be sure because perhaps it was 
something else, even S.-of-A. told himself that Things 
were going to be Different; and Late and Early, two other 
friends-and-relations, said, “Well, Early?’ and “Well, 
Late?” to each other in such a hopeless sort of way that it 
really didn’t seem any good waiting for the answer. 

One day when he felt that he couldn’t wait any longer, 
Rabbit brained out a Notice, and this is what it said: 
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“Notice a meeting of everybody will meet at the House 
at Pooh Corner to pass a Rissolution By Order Keep to 
the Left Signed Rabbit.” 

He had to write this out two or three times before he 
could get the rissolution to look like what he thought it 
was going to when he began to spell it: but, when at last 
it was finished, he took it round to everybody and read it 
out to them. And they all said they would come. 

“Well, said Eeyore that afternoon, when he saw them 
all walking up to his house, “this is a surprise. Am / asked 
too?” 



“Don’t mind Eeyore,” whispered Rabbit to Pooh. “I 
told him all about it this morning.” 
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Everybody said “How-do-you-do to Eeyore, and Eey- 
ore said that he didn’t, not to notice, and then they sat 
down; and as soon as they were all sitting down, Rabbit 
stood up again. 

“We all know why we re here,” he said, “but 1 have 
asked my friend Eeyore — ” 

“That’s Me,” said Eeyore. “Grand.” 

“1 have asked him to Propose a Resolution.” And he 
sat down again. “Now then, Eeyore,” he said. 



“Don’t Bustle me,” said Eeyore, getting up slowly. 
“Don’t now-then me.” He took a piece of paper from be- 
hind his ear, and unfolded it. “Nobody knows anything 
about this,” he went on. “This is a Surprise.” He coughed 
in an important way, and began again: “What-nots and 
Etceteras, before I begin, or perhaps I should say, before 
I end, 1 have a piece of Poetry to read to you. Hitherto — 
hitherto — a long word meaning — well, you’ll see what it 
means directly — hitherto, as I was saying, all the Poetry in 
the Forest has been written by Pooh, a Bear with a Pleasing 
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Manner but a Positively Startling Lack of Brain. The 
Poem which I am now about to read to you was written 
by Eeyore, or Myself, in a Quiet Moment. If somebody 
will take Roo’s bull's-eye away from him, and wake up 
Owl, we shall all be able to enjoy it. I call it — POEM.” 

This was it. 


Christopher Robin is going. 

At least I think he is. 

Where? 

Nobody knows. 

But he is going — 

I mean he goes 

(To rhyme with “knows”) 

Do we care? 

(To rhyme with “where”) 

We do 
Very much. 

(I haven't got a rhyme for that 
“is” in the second line yet. 
Bother.) 

(Now l haven't got a rhyme for 
bother. Bother .) 

Those two bothers will have 
to rhyme with each other 
Buther. 

The fact is this is more difficult 
than I thought, 

I ought — 

( Very good indeed) 
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I ought 

To begin again. 

But it is easier 
To stop. 

Christopher Robin, goocbbye, 

I 

(Good) 

I 

And all your friends 
Sends — 

I mean all your friend 
Send — 

(Very awkward this , it keeps 
going wrong) 

Well, anyhow, we send 
Our love 
END. 

“If anybody wants to clap,” said Eeyore when he had 
read this, “now is the time to do it. 
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They all clapped. 

“Thank you,” said Eeyore. “Unexpected and gratifying, 
if a little lacking in Smack.” 
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“It’s much better than mine,” 
and he really thought it was. 


said Pooh admiringly, 



toU 


“Well,” 

be.” 


explained Eeyore modestly, “it was meant to 
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“The rissolution,” said Rabbit, “is that we all sign it, 
and take it to Christopher Robin.” 



So it was signed PooH, PIGLET, WOL, EOR, RAB' 



- 


SMUDGE, 


and they all went off to 
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with it. “Hallo, everybody,” said Christopher Robin 
—“Hallo, Pooh.” 

They all said “Hallo,” and felt awkward and unhappy 
suddenly, because it was a sort of good-bye they were say- 
ing, and they didn’t want to think about it. So they stood 
around, and waited for somebody else to speak, and they 
nudged each other, and said “Go on, and gradually Eeyore 
was nudged to the front, and the others crowded behind him. 

“What is it, Eeyore?” asked Christopher Robin. Eeyore 
swished his tail from side to side, so as to encourage him- 
self, and began. 

“Christopher Robin,” he said, “we’ve come to say 
— to give you — it’s called — written by — but we’ve all — 
because we’ve heard, I mean we all know — well, you see, 
it’s — we — you — well, that, to put it as shortly as possible, 
is what it is.” He turned round angrily on the others and 
said, “Everybody crowds round so in this Forest. There’s 
no Space. I never saw a more Spreading lot of animals in 
my life, and all in the wrong places. Can’t you sec that 
Christopher Robin wants to be alone? I’m going.” And 
he humped off. 

Not quite knowing why, the others began edging 
away, and when Christopher Robin had finished reading 
POEM, and was looking up to say, “Thank you,” only 
Pooh was left. 
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“It’s a comforting sort of thing to have,” said 
Christopher Robin, folding up the paper, and putting it in 
his pocket. “Come on, Pooh,” and he walked off quickly. 
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“Where are we going?” said Pooh, hurrying after him, 
and wondering whether it was to be an Explore or a 
What'shall'l'do'about'you'know'what. 
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“Nowhere,” said Christopher Robin. 

So they began going there, and after they had walked a 
little way Christopher Robin said: 

“What do you like doing best in the world, Pooh?” 

“Well,” said Pooh, “what 1 like best — ” and then he 
had to stop and think. Because although Eating Honey 
was a very good thing to do, there was a moment just 
before you began to eat it which was better than when 
you were, but he didn’t know what it was called. And 
then he thought that being with Christopher Robin was 
a very good thing to do, and having Piglet near was a very 
friendly thing to have; and so, when he had thought it all 
out, he said, “What I like best in the whole world is Me 
and Piglet going to see You, and You saying ‘What about 
a little something?’ and Me saying, ‘Well, I shouldn’t 
mind a little something, should you, Piglet,’ and it being 
a hummy sort of day outside, and birds singing.” 

“I like that too,” said Christopher Robin, “but what I 
like doing best is Nothing.” 

“How do you do Nothing?” asked Pooh, after he had 
wondered for a long time. 

“Well, it’s when people call out at you just as you’re 
going off to do it. What are you going to do, Christopher 
Robin, and you say, Oh, nothing, and then you go and 
do it.” 
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“Oh, I see," said Pooh. 

“This is a nothing sort of thing that we’re doing 
now." 

“Oh, I see,” said Pooh again. 

“It means just going along, listening to all the things 
you can’t hear, and not bothering.” 

“Oh!” said Pooh. 

They walked on, thinking of This and That, and by- 
and-by they came to an enchanted place on the very top of 
the Forest called Galleons Lap, which is sixty-something 
trees in a circle; and Christopher Robin knew that it was 
enchanted because nobody had ever been able to count 
whether it was sixty-three or sixty-four, not even when he 
tied a piece of string round each tree after he had counted 
it. Being enchanted, its floor was not like the floor of the 
Forest, gorse and bracken and heather, but close-set grass, 
quiet and smooth and green. It was the only place in the 
Forest where you could sit down carelessly, without get- 
ting up again almost at once and looking for somewhere 
else. Sitting there they could see the whole world spread 
out until it reached the sky, and whatever there was all 
the world over was with them in Galleons Lap. 

Suddenly Christopher Robin began to tell Pooh about 
some of the things: People called Kings and Queens 
and something called Factors, and a place called Europe, 
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and an island in the middle of the sea were no ships 
came, and how you make a Suction Pump (if you want 
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to), and when Knights were Knighted, and what comes 
from Brazil. And Pooh, his back against one of the sixty- 
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something trees, and his paws folded in front of him, said 
“Oh!” and “I didn’t know,” and thought how wonderful it 
would be to have a Real Brain which could tell you things. 
And by-and'by Christopher Robin came to an end of the 
things, and was silent, and he sat there looking out over the 
world, and wishing it wouldn’t stop. 



But Pooh was thinking too, and he said suddenly to 
Christopher Robin: 

“Is it a very Grand thing to be an Afternoon, what you 
said?” 

“A what?” said Christopher Robin lazily, as he listened 
to something else. 

“On a horse,” explained Pooh. 

“A Knight?” 

“Oh, was that it?” said Pooh. “I thought it was a — Is 
it as Grand as a King and Factors and all the other things 
you said?” 
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“Well, it’s not as grand as a King,” said Christopher 
Robin, and then, as Pooh seemed disappointed, he added 
quickly, “but it’s grander than Factors.” 

“Could a Bear be one?” 

“Of course he could!” said Christopher Robin. “I’ll 
make you one.” And he took a stick and touched Pooh 
on the shoulder, and said, “Rise, Sir Pooh de Bear, most 
faithful of all my Knights.” 



So Pooh rose and sat down and said “Thank you,” 
which is the proper thing to say when you have been made 
a Knight, and he went into a dream again, in which he 
and Sir Pomp and Sir Brazil and Factors lived together 
with a horse, and were faithful Knights ( all except Factors, 
who looked after the horse) to Good King Christopher 
Robin . . . and every now and then he shook his head, 
and said to himself “I’m not getting it right.” Then he 
began to think of all the things Christopher Robin would 
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want to tell him when he came back from wherever 
he was going to, and how muddling it would be for a 
Bear of Very Little Brain to try and get them right 
in his mind. “So, perhaps,” he said sadly to himself, 
“Christopher Robin won’t tell me any more,” and he 
wondered if being a Faithful Knight meant that you 
just went on being faithful without being told things. 

Then, suddenly again, Christopher Robin, who was 
still looking at the world, with his chin in his hands, 
called out “Pooh!” 

“Yes?” said Pooh. 

“When I’m — when — Pooh!” 

“Yes, Christopher Robin?” 

“I’m not going to do Nothing any more.” 

“Never again?” 

“Well, not so much. They don’t let you.” 



Pooh waited for him to go on, but he was silent again. 
“Yes, Christopher Robin?” said Pooh helpfully. 
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“Pooh, when I’m — you know — when I’m not doing 
Nothing, will you come up here sometimes?” 

“Just Me?” 

“Yes, Pooh.” 

“Will you be here too?” 

“Yes, Pooh, I will be, really. I promise I will be, Pooh.” 

“That’s good,” said Pooh. 

“Pooh, promise you won’t forget about me, ever. Not 
even when I’m a hundred.” 

Pooh thought for a little. 

“How old shall I be then?” 

“Ninetymine.” 

Pooh nodded. 

“I promise,” he said. 

Still with his eyes on the world Christopher Robin put 
out a hand and felt for Pooh’s paw. 

“Pooh,” said Christopher Robin earnestly, “if I — if I’m 
not quite — ” he stopped and tried again — “Pooh, what' 
ever happens, you will understand, won’t you?” 

“Understand what?” 

Oh, nothing. He laughed and jumped to his feet. 
“Come on!” 

“Where?” said Pooh. 

“Anywhere,” said Christopher Robin. 
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So they went off together. But wherever they go, and 
whatever happens to them on the way, in that enchanted 
place on the top of the Forest, a little boy and his Bear 
will always be playing. 
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(1882-1956) began his writing career as a humorist 
for Punch magazine, and also wrote plays and poetry. In 1926, he 
published his first stories about Winnie-the-Pooh, which were an 
instant success. Since then, Pooh has become a world-famous bear, 
and Milne's stories have been translated into fifty languages. 

(1879-1976) won a scholarship to the 
Royal Academy Schools, and later, like Milne, worked for Punch 
magazine, as a cartoonist and illustrator. Shepard’s witty and loving 
illustrations of Winnie-the-Pooh and his friends in the Hundred 
Acre Wood have become an inseparable part of the Pooh stories, 
and they have become classics in their own right. 
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CHISTOPHER ROBIN MILNE 

or 

as he prefers to call himself 

BILLY MOON 

this book 

which owes so much to him 
is now 

humbly offered 
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egin 


A t one TIME (but I have changed my mind now) 
I thought I was going to write a little Note at the 
top of each of these poems, in the manner of Mr. Wil- 
liam Wordsworth, who liked to tell his readers where he 
was staying, and which of his friends he was walking 
with, and what he was thinking about, when the idea of 
writing his poem came to him. You will find some lines 
about a swan here, if you get as far as that, and I should 
have explained to you in the Note that Christopher 
Robin, who feeds this swan in the mornings, has given 
him the name of “Pooh.” This is a very fine name for a 
swan, because, if you call him and he doesnt come 
(which is a thing swans are good at), then you can pre- 
tend that you were just saying “Pooh! to show how little 
you wanted him. Well, I should have told you that there 
are six cows who come down to Pooh’s lake every after- 
noon to drink, and of course they say “Moo” as they 



come. So I thought to myself one fine day, walking with 
my friend Christopher Robin, “Moo rhymes with Pooh! 
Surely there is a bit of poetry to be got out of that?” 
Well, then, I began to think about the swan on his lake; 
and at first I thought how lucky it was that his name was 
Pooh; and then I didn't think about that any more . . . 
and the poem came quite differently from what I intend- 
ed .. . and all I can say for it now is that, if it hadn’t been 
for Christopher Robin, I shouldn’t have written it; which, 
indeed, is all I can say for any of the others. So this is 
why these verses go about together, because they are all 
friends of Christopher Robin; and if I left out one be- 
cause it was not quite like the one before, then I should 
have to leave out the one before because it was not quite 
like the next, which would be disappointing for them. 

Then there is another thing. You may wonder some- 
times who is supposed to be saying the verses. Is it the 
Author, that strange but uninteresting person, or is it 
Christopher Robin, or some other boy or girl, or Nurse, 
or Hoo? If I had followed Mr. Wordsworth’s plan I could 
have explained this each time; but, as it is, you will have 
to decide for yourselves. If you are not quite sure, then it 
is probably Hoo. I don’t know if you have ever met Hoo, 
but he is one of those curious children who look four on 



Monday, and eight on Tuesday, and are really twenty- 
eight on Saturday, and you never know whether it is the 
day when he can pronounce his “r’s.” He had a great 
deal to do with these verses. In fact, you might almost 
say that this book is entirely the unaided work of Chris- 
topher Robin, Hoo, and Mr. Shepard, who drew the pic- 
tures. They have said “Thank you" politely to each other 
several times, and now they say it to you for taking them 
into your house. “Thank you so much for asking us. 
We’ve come.” 

A.A.M. 
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Corner^ ofthe-Street 

Down by the corner of the street, 

Where the three roads meet. 

And the feet 

Of the people as they pass go “Tweet-tweet-tweet — ” 
Who comes tripping round the corner of the street? 
One pair of shoes which are Nurse s; 

One pair of slippers which are Percy’s . . . 

Tweet! Tweet! Tweet! 
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Buckingham Palace 

They’re changing guard at Buckingham Palace — 
Christopher Robin went down with Alice. 

Alice is marrying one of the guard. 

“A soldier’s life is terrible hard,” 

Says Alice. 



They’re changing guard at Buckingham Palace — 
Christopher Robin went down with Alice. 

We saw a guard in a sentry-box. 

“One of the sergeants looks after their socks,” 

Says Alice, 
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They’re changing guard at Buckingham Palace — 
Christopher Robin went down with Alice. 

We looked for the King, but he never came. 
“Well, God take care of him, all the same,” 

Says Alice. 


They’re changing guard at Buckingham Palace — 
Christopher Robin went down with Alice. 
They’ve great big parties inside the grounds. 

“I wouldn’t be King for a hundred pounds,’ 

Says Alice. 


They’re changing guard at Buckingham Palace 
Christopher Robin went down with Alice. 

A face looked out, but it wasn’t the King’s. 
“He’s much too busy a-signing things,” 

Says Alice. 

They’re changing guard at Buckingham Palace- 
Christopher Robin went down with Alice. 

“Do you think the King knows all about me?” 
“Sure to, dear, but it’s time for tea,” 

Says Alice. 




A. A. Milne 


Happiness 




John had 
Great Big 
Waterproof 
Boots on; 

John had a 
Great Big 
Waterproof 
Hat; 

John had a 
Great Big 
Waterproof 
Mackintosh — 
And that 
(Said John) 

Is 

That. 
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The Christening 


What shall I call 


My dear little dormouse? 


His eyes are small, 

But his tail is e-nonmouse. 



I sometimes call him Terrible John, 

’Cos his tail goes on — 

And on — 

And on. 

And I sometimes call him Terrible Jack, 

Cos his tail goes on to the end of his back. 

And I sometimes call him Terrible James, 

’Cos he says he likes me calling him names. . . . 

But I think I shall call him Jim, 

Cos I am so fond of him. 
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Puppy and I 

I met a man as I went walking; 

We got talking, 

Man and I. 

“Where are you going to, Man?” I said 
(I said to the Man as he went by). 
“Down to the village, to get some bread. 
Will you come with me?” “No, not I.” 

I met a Horse as I went walking; 

We got talking. 

Horse and I. 

“Where are you going to, Horse, today?” 

(I said to the Horse as he went by). 

“Down to the village to get some hay. 

Will you come with me?” “No, not I.” 
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I met a Woman as I went walking; 

We got talking. 

Woman and I. 

“Where are you going to. Woman, so early?” 

(I said to the Woman as she went by). 

“Down to the village to get some barley. 

Will you come with me?” “No, not I.” 

I met some Rabbits as I went walking; 

We got talking, 

Rabbits and I. 

“Where are you going in your brown fur coats?” 
(I said to the Rabbits as they went by) 

“Down to the village to get some oats. 

Will you come with us?” “No, not I.” 
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I met a Puppy as I went walking; 

We got talking, 

Puppy and I. 

“Where are you going this nice fine day?” 
(I said to the Puppy as he went by). 

“Up in the hills to roll and play.” 

"I’ll come with you. Puppy,” said I. 
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Twinkletoes 



A 

When the sun 


Shines through the leaves of the apple-tree, 
When the sun 

Makes shadows of the leaves of the apple-tree. 
Then I pass 
On the grass 
From one leaf to another, 

From one leaf to its brother. 

Tip-toe, tip-toe! 

Here I go! 
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The Four Friends 



Ernest was an elephant, a great big fellow, 

Leonard was a lion with a six-foot tail, 

George was a goat, and his beard was yellow. 

And James was a very small snail. 

Leonard had a stall, and a great big strong one, 
Ernest had a manger, and its walls were thick, 
George found a pen, but I think it was the wrong 
one, 

And James sat down on a brick. 
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Ernest started trumpeting, and cracked his manger, 
Leonard started roaring, and shivered his stall, 
James gave the huffle of a snail in danger 
And nobody heard him at all. 

Ernest started trumpeting and raised such a rumpus, 
Leonard started roaring and trying to kick, 

James went a journey with the goats new compass 
And he reached the end of his brick. 

Ernest was an elephant and very well-intentioned, 
Leonard was a lion with a brave new tail, 

George was a goat, as 1 think I have mentioned, 

But James was only a snail. 
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Lines and Squares 



Whenever I walk in a London street, 

I’m ever so careful to watch my feet; 

And I keep in the squares. 

And the masses of bears, 

Who wait at the corners all ready to eat 
The sillies who tread on the lines of the street, 

Go back to their lairs, 

And I say to them, “Bears, 

Just look how I’m walking in all of the squares!’ 
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And the little bears growl to each other, 
“He’s mine. 

As soon as he’s silly and steps on a line.” 
And some of the bigger bears try to pretend 
That they came round the corner to look 
for a friend; 

And they try to pretend that nobody cares 
Whether you walk on the lines or squares. 
But only the sillies believe their talk; 

It’s ever so portant how you walk. 

And it’s ever so jolly to call out, “Bears, 

Just watch me in all the squares!” 
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Brownie 



In a corner of the bedroom is a great big curtain, 
Someone lives behind it, but I don’t know who; 
I think it is a Brownie, but I’m not quite certain. 

(Nanny isn’t certain, too.) 

I looked behind the curtain, but he went so 
quickly — 

Brownies never wait to say, “How do you do?” 
They wriggle off at once because they’re all so 
tickly. 

(Nanny says they’re tickly too) 
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Independence 


I never did, I never did, I never did like 
“Now take care, dear!” 

I never did, I never did, I never did want 
“Hold-my-hand”; 

I never did, I never did, I never did think much of 
“Not up there, dear!” 

It’s no good saying it. They don’t understand. 
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Nursery Chairs 


One of the chairs is South America, 
One of the chairs is a ship at sea, 
One is a cage for a great big lion, 
And one is a chair for Me. 



THE FIRST CHAIR 

When I go up the Amazon, 

I stop at night and fire a gun 
To call my faithful band. 

And Indians in twos and threes, 
Come silently between the trees. 
And wait for me to land. 

And if I do not want to play 
With any Indians today, 

I simply wave my hand. 

And then they turn and go away — 
They always understand. 
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THE SECOND CHAIR 

I’m a great big lion in my cage, 

And I often frighten Nanny with a roar. 

Then I hold her very tight, and 
Tell her not to be so frightened — 

And she doesn’t be so frightened any more. 
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THE THIRD CHAIR 

When I am in my ship, I see 
The other ships go sailing by. 

A sailor leans and calls to me 
As his ship goes sailing by. 

Across the sea he leans to me. 

Above the winds I hear him cry: 
“Is this the way to Round-the-World? 
He calls as he goes by. 
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THE FOURTH CHAIR 

Whenever I sit in a high chair 
For breakfast or dinner or tea, 

I try to pretend that it’s my chair, 
And that I am a baby of three. 



Shall I go off to South America? 

Shall I put out in my ship to sea? 

Or get in my cage and be lions and tigers? 
Or — shall I be only Me? 
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Market Square 

I had a penny, 

A bright new penny, 

I took my penny 
To the market square. 

I wanted a rabbit, 

A little brown rabbit. 

And I looked for a rabbit 
'Most everywhere. 

For I went to the stall where they sold sweet 
lavender. 

(“Only a penny for a bunch of lavender/”) 

“Have you got a rabbit, cos I don’t want 
lavender?” 

But they hadn’t got a rabbit, not anywhere 


there. 
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I had a penny, 

And I had another penny, 

I took my pennies 
To the market square. 

I did want a rabbit, 

A little baby rabbit. 

And I looked for rabbits 
’Most everywhere. 

And I went to the stall where they sold fresh 
mackerel. 

(“Now then! Tuppence for a fresh' caught mackerel/'’) 
“Have you got a rabbit, cos I don’t like 
mackerel?” 

But they hadn’t got a rabbit, not anywhere 
there. 
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I found a sixpence, 

A little white sixpence. 

1 took it in my hand 
To the market square. 

I was buying my rabbit 
(I do like rabbits), 

And I looked for my rabbit 
’Most everywhere. 

So I went to the stall where they sold fine 
saucepans. 

(“Walk up, walk up, sixpence for a saucepan!”) 
“Could I have a rabbit, cos we’ve got two 
saucepans?” 

But they hadn’t got a rabbit, not anywhere 


there. 
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I had nuffin’. 

No, I hadn’t got nuffin’. 

So I didn’t go down 
To the market square; 

But I walked on the common. 

The old-gold common . . . 

And I saw little rabbits 
’ Most everywhere/ 

So I’m sorry for the people who sell fine saucepans. 
I’m sorry for the people who sell fresh mackerel, 
I’m sorry for the people who sell sweet lavender, 
’Cos they haven’t got a rabbit, not anywhere 
there! 
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Daffodowndilly 


She wore her yellow sun-bonnet, 
She wore her greenest gown; 
She turned to the south wind 
And curtsied up and down. 

She turned to the sunlight 
And shook her yellow head. 
And whispered to her neighbour: 
“Winter is dead.” 
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Water-Lilies 


Where the water-lilies go 
To and fro, 

Rocking in the ripples of the water. 

Lazy on a leaf lies the Lake Kings daughter, 

And the faint winds shake her. 

Who will come and take her? 

I will! I will! 

Keep still! Keep still! 

Sleeping on a leaf lies the Lake Kings daughter. . . . 
Then the wind comes skipping 
To the lilies on the water; 

And the kind winds wake her. 

Now who will take her? 

With a laugh she is slipping 
Through the lilies on the water. 

Wait! Wait! 

Too late, too late! 

Only the water-lilies go 
To and fro. 

Dipping, dipping. 

To the ripples of the water. 
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Disobedience 


p I'i&jia 
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James James 
Morrison Morrison 
Weatherby George Dupree 
Took great 
Care of his Mother, 

Though he was only three. 

James James 
Said to his Mother, 

“Mother,” he said, said he: 

“You must never go down to the end of the town 
if you don’t go down with me.” 



James James 
Morrison’s Mother 
Put on a golden gown, 

James James 

Morrisons Mother 

Drove to the end of the town. 

James James 
Morrisons Mother 
Said to herself, said she: 

“I can get right down to the end of the town 
and be back in time for tea.” 
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King John 
Put up a notice, 

“LOST or STOLEN or STRAYED! 
JAMES JAMES 
MORRISON’S MOTHER 
SEEMS TO HAVE BEEN MISLAID. 
LAST SEEN 

WANDERING VAGUELY: 

QUITE OF HER OWN ACCORD, 

SHE TRIED TO GET DOWN TO THE END 
OF THE TOWN— FORTY SHILLINGS 
REWARD!” 
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James James 
Morrison Morrison 
(Commonly known as Jim) 

Told his 

Other relations 

Not to go blaming him. 

James James 
Said to his Mother, 

“Mother,” he said, said he: 

“You must never go down to the end of the town 
without consulting me.” 
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James James 
Morrisons mother 
Hasn’t been heard of since. 

King John 
Said he was sorry, 

So did the Queen and Prince. 

King John 
(Somebody told me) 

Said to a man he knew: 

“If people go down to the end of the town, well, 
what can anyone do?” 

( Now then, very softly) 


J.J. 

M. M. 

W. G. Du P. 

Took great 
C/o his M***** 

Though he was only 3. 

J.J. 

Said to his M***** 

“M*****,” he said, said he: 
“You'must'never'go'down-to'the-end'of'the'town' 
if-you-don’t-go-down-with ME! 
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Spring Morning 



Where am I going? I don’t quite know. 
Down to the stream where the king-cups 
grow— 

Up on the hill where the pine-trees blow — 
Anywhere, anywhere. ! don’t know. 
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Where am I going? The clouds sail by. 

Little one, baby ones, over the sky. 

Where am I going? The shadows pass, 

Little ones, baby ones, over the grass. 

If you were a cloud, and sailed up there, 

You’d sail on water as blue as air. 

And you’d see me here in the fields and say: 
“Doesn’t the sky look green today?” 

Where am I going? The high rooks call: 

“Its awful fun to be born at all” 

Where am I going? The ring-doves coo: 

“We do have beautiful things to do.” 

If you were a bird, and lived on high. 

You’d lean on the wind when the wind came by. 
You’d say to the wind when it took you away: 

“ That’s where I wanted to go today!” 

Where am I going? I don’t quite know. 

What does it matter where people go? 

Down to the wood where the blue-bells grow — 
Anywhere, anywhere. / don’t know. 
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The Island 



If I had a ship. 

I’d sail my ship, 

I’d sail my ship 
Through Eastern seas; 

Down to a beach where the slow waves 
thunder — 

The green curls over and the white falls 
under — 

Boom! Boom! Boom! 

On the sun-bright sand. 


When We Were TJery ^oung 


Then I’d leave my ship and I’d land. 

And climb the steep white sand, 

And climb to the trees. 

The six dark trees. 

The coco-nut trees on the cliff s green crown — 
Hands and knees 
To the coco-nut trees, 

Face to the cliff as the stones patter down. 

Up, up, up, staggering, stumbling. 

Round the corner where the rock is crumbling 
Round this shoulder, 

Over this boulder. 

Up to the top where the six trees stand. . . . 

And there would I rest, and lie, 

My chin in my hands, and gaze 
At the dazzle of sand below. 

And the green waves curling slow. 

And the grey-blue distant haze 
Where the sea goes up to the sky. . . . 

And I’d say to myself as I looked so lazily down at 
the sea: 

“There’s nobody else in the world, and the world 
was made for me.” 
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The Three Foxes 

Once upon a time there were three little foxes 
Who didn’t wear stockings, and they didn’t wear 
sockses, 

But they all had handkerchiefs to blow their noses, 
And they kept their handkerchiefs in cardboard 
boxes. 



They lived in the forest in three little houses, 
And they didn’t wear coats, and they didn’t wear 
trousies. 

They ran through the woods on their little bare 
tootsies, 

And they played “Touch Last” with a family of 
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They didn’t go shopping in the High Street 
shopses, 

But caught what they wanted in the woods and 
copses. 

They all went fishing, and they caught three 
wormses, 

They went out hunting, and they caught three 
wopses. 
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They went to a Fair, and they all won prizes — 
Three plum-puddingses and three mince-pieses. 
They rode on elephants and swang on swingses, 
And hit three coco-nuts at coco^nut shieses. 



That’s all that I know of the three little foxes 
Who kept their handkerchiefs in cardboard boxes. 
They lived in the forest in three little houses. 

But they didn’t wear coats and they didn’t wear 
trousies. 

And they didn’t wear stockings and they didn’t 
wear sockses. 
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Politeness 



If people ask me, 

I always tell them: 

“Quite well, thank you, I’m very glad to say.” 
If people ask me, 

I always answer, 

“Quite well, thank you, how are you today?” 
I always answer, 

I always tell them. 

If they ask me 
Politely. . . . 

BUT SOMETIMES 


That they wouldn’t. 
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Jonathan Jo 



Jonathan Jo 

Has a mouth like an “O” 

And a wheelbarrow full of surprises; 
If you ask for a bat, 

Or for something like that, 

He has got it, whatever the size is. 
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If you’re wanting a ball. 

Its no trouble at all; 

Why, the more that you ask for, the merrier — 
Like a hoop and a top, 

And a watch that won’t stop, 

And some sweets, and an Aberdeen terrier. 



Jonathan Jo 

Has a mouth like an “O” 
But this is what makes him so 
If you give him a smile. 
Only once in a while. 

Then be never expects any money! 
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At the Zoo 



There are lions and roaring tigers, and enormous 
camels and things. 

There are biffalo-buffalo-bisons, and a great big 
bear with wings. 

There’s a sort of a tiny potamus, and a tiny 
nosserus too — 

But 1 gave buns to the elephant when 1 went down 
to the Zoo! 
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There are badgers and bidgers and bodgers, and a 
Superintendents House, 

There are masses of goats, and a Polar, and different 
kinds of mouse, 

And I think there’s a sort of a something which is 
called a wallaboo — 

But I gave buns to the elephant when J went down 
to the Zoo! 

If you try to talk to the bison, he never quite 
understands; 

You can’t shake hands with a mingo — he doesn’t 
like shaking hands. 

And lions and roaring tigers bate saying, “How do 
you do?” — 

But / give buns to the elephant when I go down to 
the Zoo! 



47 


A . A. Milne 


Rice Pudding 



What is the matter with Mary Jane? 

She’s crying with all her might and main, 
And she won’t eat her dinner — rice pudding 
again — 

What is the matter with Mary Jane? 



48 


When We Were ^ery 7/oung 


What is the matter with Mary Jane? 

I’ve promised her dolls and a daisy-chain, 
And a book about animals — all in vain — 
What is the matter with Mary Jane? 
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What is the matter with Mary Jane? 

She’s perfectly well, and she hasnt a pain; 

But, look at her, now she’s beginning again! — 
What is the m atter with Mary Jane? 
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What is the matter with Mary Jane? 

I’ve promised her sweets and a ride in the train, 
And I’ve begged her to stop for a bit and explain — 
What is the matter with Mary Jane? 

What is the matter wit h Mary Jane? 

She’s perfectly well, and she hasn’t a pain. 

And it’s lovely rice pudding for dinner again ! — 

What is the matter with Mary Jane? 
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Missing 



Has anybody seen my mouse? 

I opened his box for half a minute. 

Just to make sure he was really in it, 

And while I was looking, he jumped outside! 
I tried to catch him, 1 tried, I tried. . . . 

I think he’s somewhere about the house. 

Has anyone seen my mouse? 
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Uncle John, have you seen my mouse? 



Just a small sort of mouse, a dear little brown one 
He came from the country, he wasn’t a town one. 
So he’ll feel all lonely in a London street; 

Why, what could he possibly find to eat? 
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He must be somewhere. I’ll ask Aunt Rose: 
Have you seen a mouse with a woffelly nose? 
Oh, somewhere about — 

He’s just got out. . . . 


Hasn’t anybody seen my mouse? 
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The Kings Breakfast 



The King asked 
The Queen, and 
The Queen asked 
The Dairymaid: 

“Could we have some butter for 
The Royal slice of bread?” 

The Queen asked 
The Dairymaid, 

The Dairymaid 
Said, “Certainly, 

I’ll go and tell 
The cow 
Now 

Before she goes to bed.” 
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The Dairymaid 
She curtsied. 

And went and told 
The Alderney: 

“Don’t forget the butter for 
The Royal slice of bread.” 




The Alderney 
Said sleepily: 

“You’d better tell 
His Majesty 

That many people nowadays 
Like marmalade 
Instead.” 


The Dairymaid 
Said, “Fancy!” 
And went to 
Her Majesty. 
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She curtsied to the Queen, and 
She turned a little red: 

“Excuse me. 

Your Majesty, 

For taking of 
The liberty, 

But marmalade is tasty, if 
It’s very 
Thicky 
Spread.” 

The Queen said 
“Oh!” 

And went to 
His Majesty: 

“Talking of the butter for 
The Royal slice of bread. 

Many people 
Think that 
Marmalade 
Is nicer. 

Would you like to try a little 
Marmalade 
Instead?” 
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The King said, 

“Bother!” 

And then he said, 

“Oh, dear me!” 

The King sobbed, “Oh, deary me!” 
And went back to bed. 

“Nobody,” 

He whimpered, 

“Could call me 
A fussy man; 

I only want 
A little bit 
Of butter for 
My bread!” 




The Queen said, 
“There, there!” 

And went to 
The Dairymaid. 

The Dairymaid 
Said, “There, there!” 
And went to the shed. 
The cow said, 

“There, there! 
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I didn’t really 
Mean it; 

Here’s milk for his porringer 
And butter for his bread.” 


The Queen took 
The butter 
And brought it to 
His Majesty; 

The King said, 

“Butter, eh?” 

And bounced out of bed. 

“Nobody,” he said. 

As he kissed her 
Tenderly, 

“Nobody,” he said. 

As he slid down 
The banisters, 

“Nobody, 

My darling. 

Could call me 
A fussy man — 

BUT 

/ do like a little bit of butter to my bread!” 
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Hoppity 



Christopher Robin goes 
Hoppity, hoppity. 


Hoppity, hoppity, hop. 
Whenever I tell him 
Politely to stop it, he 
Says he can’t possibly stop. 



If he stopped hopping, 

he couldn’t go anywhere, 
Poor little Christopher 
Couldn’t go anywhere .... 
That’s why he always goes 
Hoppity, hoppity, 

Hoppity, 

Hoppity, "JA 

Hop. / 
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At Home 


I want a soldier 
(A soldier in a busby), 

I want a soldier to come and play with me. 

I’d give him cream-cakes 
(Big ones, sugar ones), 

I’d give him cream-cakes and cream for his tea. 



I want a soldier 
(A tall one, a red one), 

I want a soldier who plays on the drum. 
Daddy’s going to get one 
(He’s written to the shopman) 

Daddy’s going to get one as soon as he can 
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The Wrong House 



I went into a house, and it wasn’t a house, 
It has big steps and a great big hall; 

But it hasn’t got a garden, 

A garden, 

A garden. 

It isn’t like a house at all. 
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I went into a house, and it wasn’t a house. 
It has a big garden and a great high wall; 
But it hasn’t got a may-tree, 

A may -tree, 

A may-tree. 

It isn’t like a house at all. 


I went into a house and it wasn’t a house — 
Slow white petals from the may-tree fall; 
But it hasn’t got a blackbird. 


A blackbird, 
A blackbird, 



I went into a house, and I thought it was a house, 

I could hear from the may-tree the blackbird 
call. . . . 

But nobody listened to it. 

Nobody 
Liked it. 

Nobody wanted it at all. 
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Summer Afternoon 

Six brown cows walk down to drink 

(All t he little fishes blew bubbles at the may-fly). 
Splash goes the first as he comes to the brink, 
Swish go the tails of the five who follow. . . . 
Twelve brown cows bend drinking there 

(All the little fishes went waggle-tail, waggle-tail ) — 
Six from the water and six from the air; 

Up and down the river darts a blue-black 
swallow. 
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The Dormouse 
and the Doctor 



There once was a Dormouse who lived in a bed 
Of delphiniums (blue) and geraniums (red), 
And all the day long he’d a wonderful view 
Of geraniums (red) and delphiniums (blue). 



A Doctor came hurrying round, and he said: 
“Tut-tut, I am sorry to find you in bed. 

Just say ‘Ninety-nine,’ while I look at your 
chest. . . . 

Don’t you find that chrysanthemums answer the 
best?” 
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The Dormouse looked round at the view and 
replied 

(When he’d said “Ninety-nine”) that he’d tried 
and he’d tried. 

And much the most answering things that he 
knew 

Were geraniums (red) and delphiniums (blue). 



The Doctor stood frowning and shaking his head. 
And he took up his shiny silk hat as he said: 
“What the patient requires is a change,” and he 
went 

To see some chrysanthemum people in Kent. 

The Dormouse lay there, and he gazed at the view 
Of geraniums (red) and delphiniums (blue), 

And he knew there was nothing he wanted instead 
Of delphiniums (blue) and geraniums (red). 
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The Doctor came back and, to show what he \ 
meant. 

He had brought some chrysanthemum cuttings 
from Kent. 

“Now these," he remarked, “give a much better 
view 

Than geraniums (red) and delphiniums (blue).” 

They took out their spades and they dug up the 
bed 

Of delphiniums (blue) and geraniums 

And they planted chrysanthemums (yellow and 
white). 

“And now” said the Doctor, “we’ll soon have you 
right” 

The Dormouse looked out, and he said with a sigh: 

“I suppose all these people know better than I. 

It was silly, perhaps, but I did like the view 

Of geraniums (red) and delphiniums (blue).” 

The Doctor came round and examined his chest, 

And ordered him Nourishment, Tonics, and Rest, 

"How very effective,” he said as he shook 

The thermometer, “all these chrysanthemums look!” 
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The Dormouse turned over to shut out the sight 
Of the endless chrysanthemums (yellow and white). 
“How lovely,” he thought, “to be hack in a bed 
Of delphiniums (blue) and geraniums (red).” 



The Doctor said, “Tut! Its another attack!” 

And ordered him Milk and Massage-of-the-back, 
And Freedom-from-worry and Drives-in-a-car, 

And murmured, “How sweet your chrysanthemums 

ITT 

arc! 



The Dormouse lay there with his paws to his eyes 
And imagined himself such a pleasant surprise: 
“I’ll pretend the chrysanthemums turn to a bed 
Of delphiniums (blue) and geraniums (red)!” 

6 8 



When We Were TJery ^ounc 



The Doctor next morning was rubbing his bands, 
And saying, “There’s nobody quite understands 
These cases as I do! The cure has begun! 

How fresh the chrysanthemums look in the sun!” 

The Dormouse lay happy, his eyes were so tight 
He could see no chrysanthemums, yellow or white, 
And all that he felt at the back of his head 
Were delphiniums (blue) and geraniums (red). 



And that is the reason (Aunt Emily said) 

If a Dormouse gets in a chrysanthemum bed), 

You will find (so Aunt Emily says) that he lies 
Fast asleep on his front with his paws to his eyes. 

6 , H 
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Shoes and Stockings 



There’s a cavern in the mountain 
where the old men meet 
(Hammer, hammer, hammer . . . 

Hammer, hammer, hammer . . .) 

They make gold slippers for my lady’s feet 
(Hammer, hammer, hammer . . . 

Hammer, hammer, hammer . . .) 

My lady is marrying her own true knight, 
White her gown, and her veil is white. 

But she must have slippers on her dainty feet. 
Hammer, hammer, hammer . . . 

Hammer, 
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There’s a cottage by the river 
where the old wives meet 
(Chatter, chatter, chatter . . . 
Chatter, chatter, chatter . . ,) 



They weave gold stockings for my lady’s feet 
(Chatter, chatter, chatter . . . 

Chatter, chatter, chatter . . .) 

My lady is going to her own true man, 

Youth to youth, since the world began. 

But she must have stockings on her dainty feet. 
Chatter, chatter, chatter . . . 

Chatter. 
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Sand'Between-the-Toes 



I went down to the shouting sea. 

Taking Christopher down with me, 

For Nurse had given us sixpence each — 

And down we went to the beach. 

We had sand in the eyes and the ears and 
the nose, 

And sand in the hair, and sand-between^ 
the-toes. 

Whenever a good nor’ wester blows, 
Christopher is certain of 
Sand'between'the'toes. 
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The sea was galloping grey and white; 
Christopher clutched his sixpence tight; 

We clambered over the humping sand — 

And Christopher held my hand. 

We had sand in the eyes and the ears and 
the nose, 

And sand in the hair, and sand-between- 
the-toes. 

Whenever a good nor’ wester blows, 
Christopher is certain of 
Sand-between-t he-toes. 


There was a roaring in the sky; 

The sea-gulls cried as they blew by; 
We tried to talk, but had to shout — 
Nobody else was out. 


When we got home, we had sand in the hair, 
In the eyes and the ears and everywhere; 
Whenever a good nor' wester blows, 
Christopher is found with 
Sand-between-t he-toes. 
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Knights and Ladies 

There is in my old picture-book 
A page at which I like to look. 

Where knights and squires come riding down 
The cobbles of some steep old town, 

And ladies from beneath the eaves 
Flutter their bravest handkerchiefs, 

Or, smiling proudly, toss down gages. . . . 

But that was in the Middle Ages. 

It wouldn’t happen now; but still, 

Whenever I look up the hill 

Where, dark against the green and blue. 

The firs come marching, two by two, 

I wonder if perhaps 1 might 
See suddenly a shining knight 
Winding his way from blue to green — 
Exactly as it would have been 
Those many, many years ago . . . . 


Perhaps I might. You never know. 
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Little Bo-Peep and 
Little Boy Blue 

“What have you done with your sheep, 
Little Bo-Peep? 

What have you done with your sheep, 
Bo-Peep?” 

“Little Boy Blue, what fun! 

I’ve lost them, everyone!” 

“Oh, what a thing to have done, 

Little Bo-Peep!” 



“What have you done with your sheep, 
Little Boy Blue? 

What have you done with your sheep. 
Boy Blue?” 

“Little Bo-Peep, my sheep 
Went off, when I was asleep.” 

“I'm sorry about your sheep, 

Little Boy Blue ” 
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“What arc you going to do, 
Little Bo-Peep? 

What are you going to do, 
Bo-Peep?” 

“Little Boy Blue, you’ll sec 
They’ll all come home to tea.” 



“What are you going to do. 
Little Boy Blue? 
What are you going to do, 
Boy Blue?” 

“Little Bo-Peep, I’ll blow 
My horn for an hour or so.” 
“Isn’t that rather slow. 

Little Boy Blue?” 
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“Whom are you going to marry, 
Little Bo -Peep? 

Whom are you going to marry, 
Bo-Peep?” 

“Little Boy Blue, Boy Blue, 

I’d like to marry you.” 

“I think I should like it too. 
Little Bo-Peep” 
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“Where are we going to live. 

Little Boy Blue? 

Where are we going to live. 

Boy Blue?” 

“Little Bo -Peep, Bo-Peep, 

Up in the hills with the sheep.” 
“And you’ll love your little Bo-Peep, 
Little Boy Blue?” 

“I'll love you for ever and ever. 
Little Bo-Peep. 

I’ll love you for ever and ever, 
Bo-Peep.” 


“Little Boy Blue, my dear, 
Keep near, keep very near.” 
“I shall be always here, 
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The Mirror 

Between the woods the afternoon 
Is fallen in a golden swoon, 

The sun looks down from quiet skies 
To where a quiet water lies, 

And silent trees stoop down to trees. 



And there I saw a white swan make 
Another white swan in the lake; 

And, breast to breast, both motionless, 
They waited for the wind’s caress . . . 
And all the water was at ease. 
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Halfway Down 

Halfway down the stairs 
Is a stair 
Where 1 sit. 

There isn’t any 
Other stair 
Quite like 
It. 

I’m not at the bottom. 
I’m not at the top; 

So this is the stair 
Where 
I always 
Stop. 

Halfway up the stairs 
Isn’t up, 

And isn’t down. 

It isn’t in the nursery. 

It isn’t in the town. 
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And all sorts of funny thoughts 
Run round my head: 

“It isn’t really 
Anywhere! 

It’s somewhere else 
Instead!” 
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The Invaders 

In careless patches through the wood 
The clumps of yellow primrose stood. 
And sheets of white anemones. 

Like driven snow against the trees. 
Had covered up the violet, 

But left the blue-bell bluer yet. 



Along the narrow carpet ride, 

With primroses on either side, 
Between their shadows and the sun, 
The cows came slowly, one by one, 
Breathing the early morning air 
And leaving it still sweeter there. 
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And, one by one, intent upon 
Their purposes, they followed on 
In ordered silence . . . and were gone. 

But all the little wood was still, 

As if it waited so, until 

Some blackbird on an outpost yew, 

Watching the slow procession through. 

Lifted his yellow beak at last 

To whistle that the line had passed. . . . 

Then all the wood began to sing 

Its morning anthem to the spring. 
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Before Tea 



Emmeline 

Has not been seen 

For more than a week. She slipped between 
The two tall trees at the end of the green. . . . 
We all went after her. “Emmeline/” 

“Emmeline, 

I didn’t mean — 

I only said that your hands weren’t clean.” 

We went to the trees at the end of the green. . 
But Emmeline 
Was not to be seen. 
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Emmeline 

Came slipping between 

The two tall trees at the end of the green. 

We all ran up to her. “Emmeline! 

Where have you been? 

Where have you been? 

Why, it’s more than a week!” And Emmeline 
Said, “Sillies, I went and saw the Queen. 

She says my hands are purfickly clean!” 
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Teddy Bear 

A bear, however hard he tries. 
Grows tubby without exercise. 
Our Teddy Bear is short and fat 
Which is not to be wondered at; 
He gets what exercise he can 
By falling off the ottoman. 

But generally seems to lack 
The energy to clamber back. 





Now tubbiness is just the thing 
Which gets a fellow wondering; 

And Teddy worried lots about 
The fact that he was rather stout. 

He thought: “If only I were thin! 

But how does anyone begin?” 

He thought: “It really isn’t fair 
To grudge me exercise and air” 

For many weeks he pressed in vain 
His nose against the window-pane, 
And envied those who walked about 
Reducing their unwanted stout. 
None of the people he could see 
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“Is quite” (he said) “as fat as me!” 
Then, with a still more moving sigh, 
“I mean” (he said) “as fat as I!” 

Now Teddy, as was only right. 

Slept in the ottoman at night. 

And with him crowded in as well 
More animals than I can tell; 

Not only these, but books and things, 
Such as a kind relation brings — 

Old tales of “Once upon a time,” 

And history retold in rhyme. 



One night it happened that he took 
A peep at an old picture-book, 

Wherein he came across by chance 
The picture of a King of France 
(A stoutish man) and, down below, 

These words: “King Louis So and So, 

Nicknamed ‘The Handsome’”! There he sat, 

And (think of it!) the man was fat! 
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Our bear rejoiced like anything 
To read about this famous King, 

Nicknamed “The Handsome.” There he sat, 
And certainly the man was fat. 

Nicknamed “ The Handsome.” Not a doubt 
The man was definitely stout. 

Why then, a bear (for all his tub) 

Might yet be named “The Handsome Cub”! 

“Might yet be named.” Or did he mean 
That years ago he “might have been”? 

For now he felt a slight misgiving: 

“Is Louis So and So still living? 

Fashions in beauty have a way 
Of altering from day to day. 

Is ‘Handsome Louis’ with us yet? 
Unfortunately I forget.” 
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Next morning (nose to window-pane) 
The doubt occurred to him again. 

One question hammered in his head: 
“Is he alive or is he dead?” 

Thus, nose to pane, he pondered; but 
The lattice window, loosely shut, 
Swung open. With one startled “Oh!” 
Our Teddy disappeared below. 

There happened to be passing by 
A plump man with a twinkling eye, 
Who, seeing Teddy in the street. 
Raised him politely to his feet, 

And murmured kindly in his ear 
Soft words of comfort and of cheer: 
“Well, well!" “Allow me!” “Not at all.” 
“Tut-tut! A very nasty fall.” 

Our Teddy answered not a word; 

It’s doubtful if he even heard. 

Our bear could only look and look: 

The stout man in the picture-book! 
That “handsome” King — could this be 
This man of adiposity? 

“Impossible ” he thought. “But still. 

No harm in asking. Yes I will!” 
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“Are you” he said, “by any chance 
His Majesty the King of France?” 

The other answered, “I am that ” 

Bowed stiffly, and removed his hat; 

Then said, “Excuse me ” with an air, 

“But is it Mr. Edward Bear?” 

And Teddy, bending very low. 

Replied politely, “Even so!” 

They stood beneath the window there, 

The King and Mr. Edward Bear, 

And, handsome, if a trifle fat, 

Talked carelessly of this and that. . . . 

Then said His Majesty, “Well, well, 

1 must get on,” and rang the bell. 

“Your bear, I think,” he smiled. “Good-day!” 
And turned, and went upon his way. 




A bear, however hard he tries, 
Grows tubby without exercise. 

Our Teddy Bear is short and fat, 
Which is not to be wondered at. 
But do you think it worries him 
To know that he is far from slim? 
No, just the other way about — 
He’s proud of being short and stout. 
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Bad Sir Brian Botany 



Sir Brian had a battleaxe with great big 
knobs on; 

He went among the villagers and blippcd them 
on the head. 

On Wednesday and on Saturday, but mostly on 
the latter day. 

He called at all the cottages, and this is what 
he said: 

“I am Sir Brian!” (ting'ling) 

“I am Sir Brian!” (rat-tat) 

“I am Sir Brian, as bold as a lion — 
Take that ! — and that — and that!” 
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Sir Brian had a pair of boots with great big spurs 
on, 

A fighting pair of which he was particularly fond. 

On Tuesday and on Friday, just to make the street 
look tidy. 

He’d collect the passing villagers and kick them in 
the pond. 

“I am Sir Brian!" (spcrAash) 

“I am Sir Brian!” (spcrAosb!) 

“I am Sir Brian, as bold as a lion — 

Is anyone else for a wash?” 



Sir Brian woke one morning, and he couldn’t find 
his battleaxe; 

He walked into the village in his second pair of 
boots. 

He had gone a hundred paces, when the street was 
full of faces. 

And the villagers were round him with ironical 
salutes. 
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“You are Sir Brian? Indeed! 

You are Sir Brian? Dear, dear! 
You are Sir Brian, as bold as a lion? 
Delighted to meet you here!” 

Sir Brian went a journey, and he found a lot of 
duckweed; 



They, pulled him out and dried him, and they 
blipped him on the head. 

They took him by the breeches, and they hurled 
him into ditches, 

And they pushed him under waterfalls, and this 
is what they said: 

“You are Sir Brian — don’t laugh, 

You are Sir Brian — don’t cry; 

You are Sir Brian, as bold as a lion — 
Sir Brian, the lion, good-bye!” 
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Sir Brian struggled home again, and chopped up 
his battleaxe. 

Sir Brian took his fighting boots, and threw them 
in the fire. 

He is quite a different person now he hasn’t got his 
spurs on, 

And he goes about the village as B. Botany, Esquire. 

“I am Sir Brian? Oh, no! 

I am Sir Brian? Who’s he? 

I haven’t got any title, I’m Botany — 

Plain Mr. Botany (B).” 
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In the Fashion 



A lion has a tail and a very fine tail, 

And so has an elephant, and so has a whale. 
And so has a crocodile, and so has a quail — 
They’ve all got tails but me. 

If I had sixpence I would buy one; 

I’d say to the shopman, “Let me try one”; 

I’d say to the elephant, “This is my one.” 

They’d all come round to see. 

Then I’d say to the lion, “Why,_youT/e got a tail! 
And so has the elephant, and so has the whale! 
And, look! There’s a crocodile! He’s got a tail! 
“You've all got tails like me!” 
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The Alchemist 


There lives an old man at the top of the street, 
And the end of his beard reaches down to his feet. 
And he’s just the one person I’m longing to meet. 

I think that he sounds so exciting; 

For he talks all the day to his tortoiseshell cat. 
And he asks about this, and explains about that. 
And at night he puts on a big wide-awake* hat 
And sits in the writing-room, writing. 

He has worked all his life (and hes terribly old) 

At a wonderful spell which says, “Lo, and behold! 
Your nursery fender is gold!” — and it’s gold! 

(Or the tongs, or the rod for the curtain); 

But somehow he hasn’t got hold of it quite. 

Or the liquid you pour on it first isn’t right, 

So that’s why he works at it night after night 
Till he knows he can do it for certain. 

*So as not to go to sleep. 
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Growing Up 

I’ve got shoes with grown up laces, 
I’ve got knickers and a pair of braces, 
I’m all ready to run some races. 
Who’s coming out with me? 



I’ve got a nice new pair of braces. 

I’ve got shoes with new brown laces, 

I know wonderful paddly places. 
Who’s coming out with me? 

Every morning my new grace is, 

'* Thank you, God, for my nice braces: 
I can tie my new brown laces.” 

Who’s coming out with me? 
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If I Were King 

I often wish I were a King, 

And then I could do anything. 

If only I were King of Spain, 

I’d take my hat off in the rain. 

If only I were King of France, 

I wouldn’t brush my hair for aunts. 

I think, if I were King of Greece, 
I'd push things off the mantelpiece. 

If I were King of Norroway, 

I’d ask an elephant to stay. 

If I were King of Babylon, 

I’d leave my button gloves undone. 

If I were King of Timbuctoo, 

I’d think of lovely things to do. 

If I were King of anything. 

I’d tell the soldiers, “I’m the King! 
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Vespers 



Litt/e Boy kneels at the foot of the bed, 
Droops on the little hands little gold head. 
Hush! Hush! Whisper who dares! 
Christopher Robin is saying bis prayers. 

Cod bless Mummy. I know that’s right. 
Wasn’t it fun in the bath tonight? 

The cold s so cold, and the hots so hot. 
Oh! Cod bless Daddy — I quite forgot. 
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If I open my fingers a little bit more, 

I can see Nanny’s dressing-gown on the door. 
It’s a beautiful blue, but it hasn’t a hood. 

Oh! God bless Nanny and make her good. 

Mine has a hood, and I lie in bed, 

And pull the hood right over my head. 

And I shut my eyes, and I curl up small, 

And nobody knows that I’m there at all. 

Oh! Thank you, God, for a lovely day. 

And what was the other I had to say? 

I said “Bless Daddy,” so what can it be? 

Oh! Now I remember. God bless Me. 

Little Boy kneels at the foot of the bed. 

Droops on the little hands little gold head. 

Hush! Hush! Whisper who dares! 

Christopher Robin is saying his prayers. 
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HEN YOU ARE reciting poetry, which is a thing 
we never do, you find sometimes, just as you 
are beginning, that Uncle John is still telling Aunt Rose 
that if he can’t find his spectacles he won’t be able to 
hear properly, and does she know where they are; and by 
the time everybody has stopped looking for them, you 
are at the last verse, and in another minute they will be 
saying, “Thank-you, thank-you,” without really know- 
ing what it was all about. So, next time, you are more 
careful; and, just before you begin you say, “Er-b’rW” 
very loudly, which means, “Now then, here we are”; and 
everybody stops talking and looks at you: which is what 
you want. So then you get in the way of saying it when- 
ever you are asked to recite . . . and sometimes it is just 
as well, and sometimes it isn’t. ... And by and by you 
find yourself saying it without thinking. Well, this bit 
which I am writing now, called Introduction, is really 


the er-b’r’m of the book, and I have put it in, partly so as 
not to take you by surprise, and partly because I can’t do 
without it now. There are some very clever writers who 
say that it is quite easy not to have an er-b’r’m but I don’t 
agree with them. I think it is much easier not to have all 
the rest of the book. 

What I want to explain in the Introduction is this. 
We have been nearly three years writing this book. We 
began it when we were very young . . . and now we are 
six. So, of course, bits of it seem rather babyish to us, 
almost as if they had slipped out of some other book by 
mistake. On page whatever-it-is there is a thing which is 
simply three'ish, and when we read it to ourselves just 
now we said, “Well, well, well,” and turned over rather 
quickly. So we want you to know that the name of the 
book doesn’t mean that this is us being six all the time, 
but that it is about as far as we’ve got at present, and we 
half think of stopping there. 

A. A. M. 


P.S. Pooh wants us to say that he thought it was a differ- 
ent book; and he hopes you won’t mind, but he walked 
through it one day, looking for his friend Piglet, and sat 
down on some of the pages by mistake. 
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Solitude 

I have a house where I go 
When there’s too many people, 
I have a house where I go 
Where no one can be; 

I have a house where I go, 

Where nobody ever says “No”; 
Where no one says anything — so 
There is no one but me. 
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King Johns Christmas 

King John was not a good man — 

He had his little ways. 

And sometimes no one spoke to him 
For days and days and days. 

And men who came across him, 

When walking in the town. 

Gave him a supercilious stare, 

Or passed with noses in the air — 

And bad King John stood dumbly there. 



King John was not a good man. 


And no good friends had he. 

He stayed in every afternoon . . . 

But no one came to tea. 

And, round about December, 

The cards upon his shelf 
Which wished him lots of Christmas cheer. 
And fortune in the coming year, 
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Were never from his near and dear. 

But only from himself. 

King John was not a good man, 

Yet had his hopes and fears. 

They’d given him no present now 
For years and years and years. 

But every year at Christmas, 

While minstrels stood about, 

Collecting tribute from the young 
For all the songs they might have sung. 

He stole away upstairs and hung 
A hopeful stocking out. 

King John was not a good man. 

He lived his life aloof; 

Alone he thought a message out 
While climbing up the roof. 

He wrote it down and propped it 
Against the chimney stack: 

“TO ALL AND SUNDRY— NEAR AND FAR— 

F. CHRISTMAS IN PARTICULAR.” 

And signed it not ‘Johannes R.” 

But very humbly, “JACK.” 
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V 1 \ 

“I want some crackers, V. s v L, 

And I want some candy; 

I think a box of chocolates 
Would come in handy; 

1 don’t mind oranges, 

1 do like nuts! 

And I SHOULD like a pocket-knife 
That really cuts. 

And, oh! Father Christmas, if you love me at all. 

Bring me a big, red, india-rubber ball!” 

King John was not a good man — 

He wrote this message out. 

And gat him to his room again. 

Descending by the spout. 

And all that night he lay there, 

A prey to hopes and fears. 

“I think that’s him a-coming now.” 

(Anxiety bedewed his brow.) 

“He’ll bring one present, anyhow — 

The first I’ve had for years.” 

“Forget about the crackers, 

And forget about the candy; 
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I’m sure a box of chocolates 
Would never come in handy; 

I don’t like oranges, 

I don’t want nuts, 

And I HAVE got a pocket-knife 
That almost cuts. 

But, oh! Father Christmas, if you love me at all, 
Bring me a big, red, india-rubber ball!” 

King John was not a good man — 

Next morning when the sun 
Rose up to tell a waiting world 
That Christmas had begun. 

And people seized their stockings. 

And opened them with glee, 

And crackers, toys and games appeared. 

And lips with sticky sweets were smeared, 

King John said grimly: “As I feared, 

Nothing again for me!” 

“I did want crackers. 

And I did want candy; 

I know a box of chocolates 
Would come in handy; 

I do love oranges, 
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I did want nuts, 

I haven’t got a pocket-knife — 

Not one that cuts. 

And, oh! if Father Christmas had loved me at all, 
He would have brought a big, red, india-rubber 
ball!” 

King John stood by the window, 

And frowned to see below 
The happy bands of boys and girls 
All playing in the snow. 

A while he stood there watching, 

And envying them all . . . 

When through the window big and red 
There hurtled by his royal head, 

And bounced and fell upon the bed, 

An india-rubber ball! 

AND, OH, FATHER CHRISTMAS, 

MY BLESSINGS ON YOU FALL 
FOR BRINGING HIM 
A BIG, RED, 

INDIA-RUBBER 
BALL! 
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I think I am a Muffin Man. I haven’t got a 


bell, 

I haven’t got the muffin things that muffin people 
sell. 



Perhaps I am a Postman. No, I think I am a 
Tram. 

I’m feeling rather funny and I don’t know what I 
am — 



BUT 

Round about 

And round about 

And round about I go — 

All around the table. 

The table in the nursery — 
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Round about 
And round about 
And round about I go; 

I think I am a Traveller escaping from a Bear; 


I think I am an Elephant, 

Behind another Elephant 
Behind another Elephant who isn’t really there. . . . 
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SO 

Round about 
And round about 
And round about 
And round about 
And round about 
I go. 


and round about 
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Ticket Man who’s selling tickets — 


I think I am a Doctor who is visiting a Sneeze; 



Perhaps I’m just a Nanny who is walking with a 
pram 

I’m feeling rather funny and I don’t know what I 
am — 


BUT 

Round about 

And round about 

And round about I go — 

All around the table. 

The table in the nursery — 
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Round about 
And round about 
And round about I go: 


I think I am a Puppy, so I’m hanging out my 
tongue; 



I think I am a Camel who 
Is looking for a Camel who 
Is looking for a Camel who is looking for its 
Young. . . . 
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SO 

Round about 
And round about 

And round about and round about 
And round about 
And round about 
I go. 
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Sneezles 

Christopher Robin 
Had wheezles 
And sneezles, 

They bundled him 
Into 

His bed. 

They gave him what goes 
With a cold in the nose, 
And some more for a cold 
In the head. 

They wondered 
If wheezles 
Could turn 
Into measles. 

If sneezles 
Would turn 
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They examined his chest 
For a rash, 

And the rest 

Of his body for swellings and lumps 
They sent for some doctors 
In sneezles 
And wheezles 
To tell them what ought 
To be done. 

All sorts of conditions 
Of famous physicians 
Came hurrying round 
At a run. 

They all made a note 
Of the state of his throat. 

They asked if he suffered from thirst; 
They asked if the sneezles 
Came after the wheezles. 

Or if the first sneezle 
Came first. 

They said, “If you teazle 
A sneezle 
Or wheezle. 
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A measle 
May easily grow. 

But humour or pleazle 
The wheezle 
Or sneezle, 

The measle 
Will certainly go.” 

They expounded the reazles 
For sneezles 
And wheezles, 

The manner of measles 
When new. 

They said, “If he freezles 
In draughts and in breezles. 
Then PHTHEEZLES 
May even ensue.” 


Christopher Robin 
Got up in the morning. 

The sneezles had vanished away. 
And the look in his eye 
Seemed to say to the sky, 

“Now, bow to amuse them today?” 
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Binker 
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Binker — what I call him — is a secret of my own, 
And Binker is the reason why I never feel alone. 
Playing in the nursery, sitting on the stair. 
Whatever 1 am busy at, Binker will be there. 

Oh, Daddy is clever, he’s a clever sort of man, 
And Mummy is the best since the world began. 
And Nanny is Nanny, and I call her Nan — 

But they cant 
See 

Binker. 
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Binker’s always talking, cos I’m teaching him 
to speak: 

He sometimes likes to do it in a funny sort 
of squeak, 

And he sometimes likes to do it in a hoodling sort 
of roar . . . 

And I have to do it for him cos his throat is 
rather sore. 


Oh, Daddy is clever, he’s a clever sort of man. 
And Mummy knows all that anybody can, 
And Nanny is Nanny, and I call her Nan — 
But they don’t 
Know 
Binker. 



Binker’s brave as lions when were running in 
the park; 

Binker’s brave as tigers when were lying in 
the dark; 

Binker s brave as elephants. He never, never 
cries . . . 

Except (like other people) when the soap gets 
his eyes. 
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Oh, Daddy is Daddy, he’s a Daddy sort of 
man, 

And Mummy is as Mummy as anybody can. 
And Nanny is Nanny, and I call her Nan . . . 
But they’re not 
Like 
Binker. 



Binker isn’t greedy, but he does like things to eat, 
So I have to say to people when they’re giving 
me a sweet, 

“Oh, Binker wants a chocolate, so could you give 
me two?” 

And then I eat it for him, ’cos his teeth are rather 
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Well, I’m very fond of Daddy, but he hasn’t time 
to play. 

And I’m very fond of Mummy, but she sometimes 
goes away. 

And I m often cross with Nanny when she wants 
to brush my hair . . . 



But Binker s always Binker, and is certain to 
be there. 
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Cherry Stones 




Rich Man, Poor Man, 



Ploughhoy, Thief — 
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And what about a Cowboy, 

Policeman, Jailer, 

Engine-driver, 

Or Pirate Chief? 

What about a Postman — or a Keeper at the Zoo? 

What about the Circus Man who lets the people 
through? 

And the man who takes the pennies for the round- 
abouts and swings, 

Or the man who plays the organ, and the other 
man who sings? 

What about a Conjuror with rabbits in his pockets? 

What about a Rocket Man who’s always making 
rockets? 

Oh, there’s such a lot of things to do and such a lot 
to be 



That there’s always lots of cherries on my little 
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The Knight Whose Armour 
Didn’t Squeak 


Of all the Knights in Appledore 
The wisest was Sir Thomas Tom. 

He multiplied as far as four. 

And knew what nine was taken from 
To make eleven. He could write 



No other Knight in all the land 

Could do the things which he could do 
Not only did he understand 

The way to polish swords, but knew 
What remedy a Knight should seek 
Whose armour had begun to squeak. 
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And, if he didn’t fight too much, 
It wasn’t that he did not care 
For blips and buffetings and such, 
But felt that it was hardly fair 
To risk, by frequent injuries, 

A brain as delicate as his. 



His castle (Castle Tom) was set 
Conveniently on a hill; 

And daily, when it wasn’t wet. 

He paced the battlements until 
Some smaller Knight who couldn’t swim 
Should reach the moat and challenge him. 
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Or sometimes, feeling full of fight, 

He hurried out to scour the plain; 
And, seeing some approaching Knight, 
He either hurried home again, 


Or hid; and, when the foe was past. 
Blew a triumphant trumpet'blast. 
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One day when good Sir Thomas Tom 
Was resting in a handy ditch, 


The noises he was hiding from, 

Though very much the noises which 


He'd always hidden from before, 

Seemed somehow less. . . . Or was it more? 

The trotting horse, the trumpets blast, 

The whistling sword, the armour’s squeak, 
These, and especially the last. 

Had clattered by him all the week. 

Was this the same, or was it not? 

Something was different. But what? 

Sir Thomas raised a cautious ear 
And listened as Sir Hugh went by, 



And suddenly he seemed to hear 


(Or not to hear) the reason why 
This stranger made a nicer sound 
Than other Knights who lived around. 
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Sir Thomas watched the way he went — 

His rage was such he couldn’t speak, 

For years they’d called him down in Kent 
The Knight Whose Armour Didn’t Squeak! 
Yet here and now he looked upon 
Another Knight whose squeak had gone. 

He rushed to where his horse was tied; 

He spurred it to a rapid trot. 


The only fear he felt inside 
About his enemy was not 
“How sharp his sword?” “How stout his 



Sir Hugh was singing, hand on hip, 

When something sudden came along, 
And caught him a terrific blip 
Right in the middle of his song. 

“A thunderstorm!” he thought. “Of course!” 
And toppled gently off his horse. 
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Then said the good Sir Thomas Tom, 
Dismounting with a friendly air, 
“Allow me to extract you from 
The heavy armour that you wear. 

At times like these the bravest Knight 
May find his armour much too tight.” 

A hundred yards or so beyond 

The scene of brave Sir Hugh’s defeat 
Sir Thomas found a useful pond, 

And, careful not to wet his feet, 

He brought the armour to the brink 
And flung it in . . . and watched it sink. 
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So ever after, more and more, 

The men of Kent would proudly speak 
Of Thomas Tom of Appledore, 

“The Knight Whose Armour Didn’t Squeak” 
Whilst Hugh, the Knight who gave him best, 
Squeaks just as badly as the rest. 
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Buttercup Days 



Where is Anne? 

Head above the buttercups, 

Walking by the stream, 

Down among the buttercups. 

Where is Anne? 

Walking with her man. 

Lost in a dream, 

Lost among the buttercups. 

What has she got in that little brown head? 
Wonderful thoughts which can never be said. 
What has she got in that firm little fist of hers? 
Somebody’s thumb, and it feels like Christophers. 

Where is Anne? 

Close to her man. 

Brown head, gold head, 

In and out the buttercups. 
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The Charcoal-Burner 



The charcoal-burner has tales to tell. 

He lives in the Forest, 

Alone in the Forest; 

He sits in the Forest, 

Alone in the Forest. 

And the sun comes slanting between 
the trees. 

And rabbits come up, and they give him 
good-morning. 

And rabbits come up and say, “Beautiful 
morning. . . 
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And the moon swings clear of the tall black 
trees, 

And owls fly over and wish him good-night. 

Quietly over to wish him good-night. . . . 

And he sits and thinks of the things they 
know, 

He and the Forest, alone together — 

The springs that come and the summers 
that go. 

Autumn dew on bracken and heather, 

The drip of the Forest beneath the snow. . . . 

All the things they have seen, 

All the things they have heard: 

An April sky swept clean and the song of 
a bird . . . 

Oh, the charcoal-burner has tales to tell! 

And he lives in the Forest and knows us 
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Us Two 


Wherever I am, there’s always Pooh, 
There’s always Pooh and Me. 

Whatever I do, he wants to do, 

“Where are you going today?” says Pooh: 
“Well, that’s very odd cos I was too. 

Lets go together,” says Pooh, says he. 
“Let’s go together,” says Pooh. 

“What’s twice eleven?” I said to Pooh. 

(“Twice what?” said Pooh to Me.) 

“I think it ought to be twenty-two.” 

‘^Just what I think myself,” said Pooh. 

“It wasn’t an easy sum to do, 

But that’s what it is,” said Pooh, said he. 

“That’s what it is,” said Pooh. 
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“Let’s look for dragons,” I said to Pooh. 

“Yes, let’s,” said Pooh to Me. 

We crossed the river and found a few — 
“Yes, those are dragons all right,” said Pooh. 
“As soon as I saw their beaks I knew. 

That’s what they are,” said Pooh, said he. 
“That’s what they are,” said Pooh. 



“Let’s frighten the dragons,” I said to Pooh. 
“That’s right,” said Pooh to Me. 

“I’m not afraid,” I said to Pooh, 

And I held his paw and I shouted “Shoo! 
Silly old dragons!” — and off they flew. 
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“I wasn’t afraid,” said Pooh, said he, 

“I’m never afraid with you." 

So wherever I am, there’s always Pooh, 
There’s always Pooh and Me. 

“What would I do?” I said to Pooh, 

“If it wasn’t for you,” and Pooh said: “True, 
It isn’t much fun for One, but Two 
Can stick together,” says Pooh, says he. 
“That’s how it is,” says Pooh. 
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The Old Sailor 



There was once an old sailor my grandfather knew 
Who had so many things which he wanted to do 
That, whenever he thought it was time to begin, 
He couldn’t because of the state he was in. 


He was shipwrecked, and lived on an island 
for weeks. 
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And he wanted a hat, 



and he wanted some breeks; 
And he wanted some nets, or a line and some 
hooks 

For turtles and things which you read of 
in books. 
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And, thinking of this, he remembered a thing 
Which he wanted (for water) and that was a spring; 
And he thought that to talk to he’d look for, 
and keep 

(If he found it) a goat, or some chickens 
and sheep. 
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Then, because of the weather, he wanted a hut 
With a door (to come in by) which opened and shut 
(With a jerk, which was useful if snakes were about), 
And a very strong lock to keep savages out. 



He began on the fish-hooks, and when he’d begun 
He decided he couldn’t because of the sun. 

So he knew what he ought to begin with, and that 
Was to find, or to make, a large sun-stopping hat. 
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He was making the hat with some leaves from 
a tree, 

When he thought, “I’m as hot as a body can be, 
And I’ve nothing to take for my terrible thirst; 
So I’ll look for a spring, and I’ll look for it firs t.” 




Then he thought as he started, “Oh, dear and 
oh, dear! 

I’ll be lonely tomorrow with nobody here!" 

So he made in his note-book a couple of notes: 
“I must first find some chickens” 
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He had just seen a goat (which he knew by 
the shape) 

When he thought, “But 1 must have a boat 
for escape. 

But a boat means a sail, which means needles 
and thread; 

So I’d better sit down and make needles instead.” 



He began on a needle, but thought as he worked. 
That, if this was an island where savages lurked. 
Sitting safe in his hut he’d have nothing to fear, 
Whereas now they might suddenly breathe in 
his ear! 
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So he thought of his hut ... and he thought of 
his boat, 

And his hat and his breeks, and his chickens 
and goat. 

And the hooks (for his food) and the spring (for 
his thirst) . . . 

But he new could think which he ought to 
do first. 



And so in the end he did nothing at all. 

But basked on the shingle wrapped up in 
a shawl. 

And I think it was dreadful the way 
he behaved — 

He did nothing but basking until he 
was saved! 
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The Engineer 



Let it rain! 
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Which stops 
With the string 


And the wheels 
All stick 
So quick 
That it feels 
Like a thing 
That you make 
With a brake. 

Not string. . . . 

So that’s what I make, 
When the day’s all wet. 
It’s a good sort of brake 
But it hasn’t worked yet. 



u 
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Journey’s End 

Christopher, Christopher , where are you going, 
Christopher Robin? 

“Just up to the top of the hill, 

Upping and upping until 
I am right on the top of the hill,” 

Said Christopher Robin. 
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Christopher, Christopher, where are you going, 
Christopher Robin ? 

There’s nothing to see, so when 
You’ve got to the top, what then ? 

“Just down to the bottom again,” 

Said Christopher Robin. 
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Furry Bear 


If I were a bear. 

And a big bear too, 

I shouldn’t much care 
If it froze or snew; 

I shouldn’t much mind 
If it snowed or friz — 
I d be all fur-lined 
With a coat like his! 




For I’d have fur boots and a brown fur wrap, 
And brown fur knickers and a big fur cap. 

I’d have a fur muffle-ruff to cover my jaws, 

And brown fur mittens on my big brown paws. 
With a big brown furry-down up to my head, 
I’d sleep all the winter in a big fur bed. 
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Forgiven 



I found a little beetle, so that Beetle was 
his name. 

And I called him Alexander and he answered 
just the same. 

1 put him in a match-box, and I kept him 
all the day . . . 

And Nanny let my beetle out — 



Yes, Nanny let my beetle out 



She went and let my beetle out — 



And Beetle ran away. 


47 ^ 


A. A. Milne 



She said she didn’t mean it, and I never said 
she did, 

She said she wanted matches and she just took ofl 
the lid. 

She said that she was sorry, but it’s difficult 
to catch 

An excited sort of beetle you’ve mistaken for 
a match. 

She said that she was sorry, and I really mustn’t 
mind, 

As there’s lots and lots of beetles which she’s 
certain we could find 

If we looked about the garden for the holes where 
beetles hid — 

And we’d get another match-box and write 
BEETLE on the lid. 
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We went to all the places which a beetle might 
be near, 

And we made the sort of noises which a beetle 
likes to hear. 

And I saw a kind of something, and I gave a sort 
of shout: 

“A beetle-house and Alexander Beetle coming out!” 

It was Alexander Beetle I’m as certain as can be 

And he had a sort of look as if he thought it must 
be ME, , 

And he had a sort of look as if he thought he ought 
to say: 

“I’m very, very sorry that I tried to run away.” 

And Nanny’s very sorry too for you-know-what- 
she- did, 

And she’s writing ALEXANDER very blackly on 
the lid. 

So Nan and Me are friends, because it’s difficult 
to catch 

An excited Alexander you’ve mistaken for a match. 
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The Emperor s Rhyme 



The King of Peru 
(Who was Emperor too) 

Had a sort of a rhyme 
Which was useful to know. 
If he felt very shy 
When a stranger came by, 

Or they asked him the time 
When his watch didn’t go; 
Or supposing he fell 
(By mistake) down a well, 

Or he tumbled when skating 
And sat on his hat. 

Or perhaps wasn’t told. 

Till his porridge was cold. 

That his breakfast was waiting 
Or something like that; 

Oh, whenever the Emperor 
Got into a temper, or 
Felt himself sulky or sad. 

He would murmur and murmur, 

Until he felt firmer. 

This curious rhyme which he had 
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Bight eights are sixty-four. 
Multiply by seven. 

When its done. 

Carry one, 

And take away eleven. 
Nine nines are eighty-one; 

Multiply by three. 

If it’s more , 

Carry four , 

And then its time for tea. 


So whenever the Queen 
Took his armour to clean, 

And she didn’t remember 
To use any starch; 

Or his birthday (in May) 

Was a horrible day. 

Being wet as November 
And windy as March; 

Or, if sitting in state 
With the Wise and the Great, 

He just happened to hiccup 
While signing his name. 

Or the Queen gave a cough, 

When his crown tumbled off 
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Eigfot eights arc eigbty'One; 

Mu/tiply by seven. 

If its more. 

Carry four. 

And take away eleven. 
Nine nines are sixty-four, ; 

Multiply by three. 

When it’s done. 

Carry one, 

And then it’s time for tea. 


As he bent down to pick up 
A pen for the same; 

Oh, whenever the Emperor 
Got into a temper, or 
Felt himself awkward and shy, 

He would whisper and whisper, 
Until he felt crisper, 

This odd little rhyme to the sky: 
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Whenever I’m a shining Knight, 

I buckle on my armour tight; 

And then I look about for things, 

Like RushingS'Out, and Rescuings, 
And Savings from the Dragons Lair, 
And fighting all the Dragons there. 
And sometimes when our fights begin, 
I think I’ll let the Dragons win . . , 
And then I think perhaps I won’t, 
Because they’re Dragons, and I don’t. 
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Come Out with Me 

There s sun on the river and sun on the kill . . . 

You can hear the sea if you stand quite still! 

There’s eight new puppies at Roundabout Farm — 
And 1 saw an old sailor with only one arm! 

But every one says, “Run along!” 

(Run along, run along!) 

All of them say, “Run along! I’m busy as can be ” 
Every one says, “Run along, 

There’s a little darling!” 

If I’m a little darling, why don’t they run with me? 

There’s wind on the river and wind on the hill . . . 
There’s a dark dead water-wheel under the mill! 

I saw a fly which had just been drowned — 

And I know where a rabbit goes into the ground! 

But every one says, “Run along!” 

(Run along, run along!) 

All of them say, “Yes, dear,” and never notice me. 
Every one says, “Run along. 

There’s a little darling!” 

If I’m a little darling, why won’t they come and see? 
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J’m fishing, 

Don’t talk, anybody, don’t come near! 

Cant you see that the fish might hear? 

He thinks I’m playing with a piece of string; 

He thinks I’m another sort of funny sort of thing. 
But he doesn’t know Vm fishing — 
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No, Vm not, /’m newting. 

Don’t cough, anybody, don’t come by! 

Any small noise makes a newt feel shy. 

He thinks I’m a bush, or a new sort of tree; 

He thinks it’s somebody, but doesn’t think it’s Me, 
And he doesn’t know I’m newting — 
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The Little Black Hen 



Berryman and Baxter, 
Prettiboy and Penn 
And old Farmer Middleton 
Are five big men . . . 
And all of them were after 
The Little Black Hen. 


She ran quickly, 

They ran fast; 

Baxter was first, and 
Berryman was last. 

I sat and watched 

By the old plum-tree . , . 

She squawked through the hedge 
And she came to me. 
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The Little Black Hen 
Said “Oh, its you!” 

I said “Thank you. 

How do you do? 

And please will you tell me. 
Little Black Hen, 

What did they want, 

Those five big men?” 



The Little Black Hen 
She said to me: 

“They want me to lay them 
An egg for tea. 
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If they were Emperors, 

If they were Kings. 

I’m much too busy 
To lay them things.” 

“I’m not a King 
And I haven’t a crown; 

I climb up trees, 

And I tumble down. 

I can shut one eye, 

I can count to ten. 

So lay me an egg, please. 
Little Black Hen.” 

The Little Black Hen said, 
“What will you pay. 

If I lay you an egg 
For Easter Day?” 
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“I’ll give you a Please 
And a How-do-you-do, 

I’ll show you the Bear 
Who lives in the Zoo, 

I’ll show you the nettle-place 
On my leg, 

If you’ll lay me a great big 
Eastery egg.” 

The Little Black Hen 
Said “I don’t care 

For a How-do-you-do 
Or a Big-br own-bear. 

But I’ll lay you a beautiful 
Eastery egg. 

If you’ll show me the nettle-place 
On your leg.” 

I showed her the place 
Where I had my sting. 

She touched it gently 
With one black wing. 

“Nettles don’t hurt 
If you count to ten. 

And now for the egg,” 

Said the Little Black Hen. 
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When I wake up 
On Easter Day, 

I shall see my egg 
She’s promised to lay. 
If I were Emperors, 

If I were Kings, 

It couldn’t be fuller 
Of wonderful things. 


Berryman and Baxter, 

Prettiboy and Penn, 

And Old Farmer Middleton 
Are five big men. 

All of them are wanting 
An egg for their tea, 

But the Little Black Hen is much too busy, 
The Little Black Hen is much too busy, 
The Little Black Hen is MUCH too busy . 
She's laying my egg for me! 
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The Friend 



There are lots and lots of people who are always 


asking things. 

Like Dates and Pounds-and-ounces and the names 


of funny Kings, 


And the answers either Sixpence or A Hundred 
Inches Long, 

And I know they’ll think me silly if I get the 
answer wrong. 

So Pooh and I go whispering, and Pooh looks 
very bright. 

And says, “Well, l say sixpence, but I don’t suppose 
I’m right.” 

And then it doesn’t matter what the answer ought 
to be, 

’Cos if he’s right. I’m Right, and if he’s wrong, 
it isn’t Me. 
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The Good Little Girl 



It’s funny how often they say to me, “Jane? 

“Have you been a good girl?” 

“Have you been a good girl?” 

And when they have said it, they say it again, 
“Have you been a good girl?” 

“Have you been a good girl?” 

I go to a party, I go out to tea, 

I go to an aunt for a week at the sea, 

I come back from school or from playing a game; 
Wherever I come from, it’s always the same: 
“Well? 

“Have you been a good girl, Jane?” 
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It’s always the end of the loveliest day: 
“Have you been a good girl?” 

“Have you been a good girl?” 

I went to the Zoo, and they waited to say: 
“Have you been a good girl?” 

“Have you been a good girl?” 



Well, what did they think that I went there to do? 
And why should I want to be bad at the Zoo? 

And should l be likely to say if l had? 

So that’s why it’s funny of Mummy and Dad, 

This asking and asking, in case I was bad, 

“Welt? 

“Have you been a good girl, Jane?” 
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A Thought 



If I were John and John were Me, 
Then he’d be six and I’d be three. 
If John were Me and I were John, 

I shouldn’t have these trousers on. 
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King Hilary 
and the Beggar man 

Of Hilary the Great and Good 

They tell a tale at Christmas time 
I've often thought the story would 
Be prettier hut just as good 
If almost anybody should 
Translate it into rime. 

So l have done the best I can 
For lack of some more learned man. 

Good King Hilary 
Said to his Chancellor 
(Proud Lord Willoughby, 

Lord High Chancellor): 

“Run to the wicket-gate 
Quickly, quickly. 

Run to the wicket-gate 

And see who is knocking. 
It may be a rich man. 

Sea-borne from Araby, 

Bringing me peacocks, 
Emeralds and ivory; 

It may be a poor man, 
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Travel-worn and weary, 

Bringing me oranges 

To put in my stocking.” 

Proud Lord Willoughby, 

Lord High Chancellor, 

Laughed both loud and free:* 

‘Tve served Your Majesty, man to man, 

Since first Your Majesty’s reign began, 

And I’ve often walked, but I never, never ran, 
Never, never, never,” quoth he. 

Good King Hilary 
Said to his Chancellor 
(Proud Lord Willoughby, 

Lord High Chancellor): 

“Walk to the wicket-gate 
Quickly, quickly, 

Walk to the wicket-gate 

And see who is knocking. 
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It may be a captain. 
Hawk-nosed, bearded, 
Bringing me gold-dust. 
Spices, and sandalwood: 

It may be a scullion, 
Care-free, whistling. 
Bringing me sugar-plums 



To put in my stocking.” 

Proud Lord Willoughby, 

Lord High Chancellor, 

Laughed both loud and free: 

“I’ve served in the Palace since I was 
four. 

And I’ll serve in the Palace a-many years 
more. 

And I’ve opened a window, but never a 
door, 

Never, never, never,” quoth he. 

Good King Hilary 
Said to his Chancellor 
(Proud Lord Willoughby, 

Lord High Chancellor): 

“Open the window 
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Quickly, quickly. 

Open the window 

And see who is knocking. 




It may be a waiting-maid. 
Apple-cheeked, dimpled, 

Sent by her mistress 
To bring me greeting; 

It may be children, 

Anxious, whispering, 
Bringing me cobnuts, 

To put in my stocking.’' 


Proud Lord Willoughby, 

Lord High Chancellor, 

Laughed both loud and free; 

“I’ll serve Your Majesty till I die — 

As Lord Chancellor, not as spy 
To peep from lattices; no, not I, 

Never, never, never,’’ quoth he. 
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Good King Hilary 
Looked at his Chancellor 
(Proud Lord Willoughby, 

Lord High Chancellor): 

He said no word 

To his stiff'set Chancellor, 

But ran to the wicket-gate 

To see who was knocking. 

He found no rich man 
Trading from Araby; 

He found no captain, 

Blue-eyed, weather-tanned; 

He found no waiting-maid 
Sent by her mistress; 

But only a beggarman 

With one red stocking. 

Good King Hilary 
Looked at the beggarman. 

And laughed him three times three; 
And he turned that beggarman round 
about: 

“Your thews are strong, and your arm is 
stout; 
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Come, throw me a Lord High Chancellor 
out. 

And take his place" quoth he. 

Of Hilary the Good and Great 
Old wives at Christmas time relate 
This tale, which points, at any rate, 

Two morals on the way. 

The first: “Whatever Fortune brings, 

Don’t be afraid of doing things 
(Especially, of course, for Kings.) 

It also seems to say 
(But not so wisely): “He who begs 
With one red stocking on his legs 
Will be, as sure as eggs are eggs, 

A Chancellor some day." 
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Swing Song 

Here I go up in my swing 
Ever so high, 

I am the King of the fields, and the King 
Of the town. 

I am the King of the earth, and the King 
Of the sky. 

Here 1 go up in my swing . . . 

Now I go down. 
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Explained 



Elizabeth Ann 
Said to her Nan: 

“Please will you tell me how God began? 
Somebody must have made Him. So 
Who could it be, cos I want to know?” 

And Nurse said, “Well!" 

And Ann said, “Well? 

I know you know, and I wish you’d tell.” 

And Nurse took pins from her mouth, and said, 
“Now then, darling, it’s time for bed.” 

Elizabeth Ann 
Had a wonderful plan: 

She would run round the world till she found 
a man 

Who knew exactly how God began. 
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She got up early, she dressed, and ran 
Trying to find an Important Man. 

She ran to London and knocked at the door 
Of the Lord High Doodelum’s coach-and-four. 
“Please, sir (if there’s anyone in), 
However-and-ever did God begin?’’ 
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The Lord High Doodelum lay in bed, 

But out of the window, large and red, 

Came the Lord High Coachmans face instead. 
And the Lord High Coachman laughed and 
said: 

“Well, what put that in your quaint little 
head?” 



Elizabeth Ann went home again 

And took from the ottoman Jennifer Jane. 

‘Jenniferjane,” said Elizabeth Ann, 

“Tell me at once how God began.” 

And Jane, who didn’t much care for speaking, 
Replied in her usual way by squeaking. 

What did it mean? Well, to be quite candid, 

I don’t know, but Elizabeth Ann did. 
Elizabeth Ann said softly, “Oh! 

Thank you, Jennifer. Now I know.” 
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Twice Times 




There were Two little Bears who lived in a Wood, 
And one of them was Bad and the other was Good. 
Good Bear learnt his Twice Times One — 

But Bad Bear left all his buttons undone. 

They lived in a Tree when the weather was hot. 
And one of them was Good, and the other was Not. 
Good Bear learnt his Twice Times Two — 

But Bad Bear’s thingummies were worn right 

They lived in a Cave when the weather was cold. 
And they Did, and they Didn’t Do, what they were 
told. 

Good Bear learnt his Twice Times Three — 

But Bad Bear never had his hand-ker-chee. 
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They lived in the Wood with a Kind Old Aunt, 
And one said “Yes m,” and the other said 
“Shan t/” 

Good Bear learnt his Twice Times Four — 

But Bad Bear’s knicketies were terrible tore. 



And then quite suddenly (just like Us) 

One got Better and the other got Wuss. 

Good Bear muddled his Twice Times Three — 
But Bad Bear coughed in his handker-chee! 



Good Bear muddled his Twice Times Two — 
But Bad Bear’s thingummies looked like new. 
Good Bear muddled his Twice Times One — * 
But Bad Bear never left his buttons undone. 
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There may be a Moral, though some say not; 

I think there’s a moral, though I don’t know what. 
But if one gets better, as the other gets wuss, 
These Two Little Bears are just like Us. 

For Christopher remembers up to Twice Times 
Ten . . . 

But I keep forgetting where I’ve put my pen* 
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*So I have had to write this one in pencil 
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The Morning Walk 



When Anne and I go out a walk. 
We hold each others hand and talk 
Of all the things we mean to do 
When Anne and I are forty-two. 
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And when we’ve thought about a thing, 
Like bowling hoops or bicycling. 

Or falling down on Anne’s balloon, 

We do it in the afternoon. 
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Cradle Song 


O Timothy Tim 
Has ten pink toes, 
And ten pink toes 
Has Timothy Tim. 
They go with him 
Wherever he goes. 
And wherever he goes 
They go with him. 


O Timothy Tim 
Has two blue eyes, 
And two blue eyes 
Has Timothy Tim. 

They cry with him 
Whenever he cries, 
And whenever he cries, 
They cry with him. 



O Timothy Tim 
Has one red head, 
And one red head 
Has Timothy Tim. 

It sleeps with him 
In Timothy’s bed. 
Sleep well, red head 
Of Timothy Tim. 
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Waiting at the Window 

These are my two drops of rain 
Waiting on the window-pane. 

I am waiting here to see 
Which the winning one will be. 

Both of them have different names. 
One is John and one is James. 

All the best and all the worst 
Comes from which of them is first. 

James has just begun to ooze. 

He’s the one I want to lose. 

John is waiting to begin. 

He’s the one 1 want to win. 

James is going slowly on. 
Something sort of sticks to John. 
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John is moving off at last. 
James is going pretty fast. 
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John is rushing down the pane. 
James is going slow again. 

James has met a sort of smear. 
John is getting very near. 

Is he going fast enough? 

(James has found a piece of fluff.) 

John has hurried quickly by. 
(James was talking to a fly.) 

John is there, and John has won! 
took! 1 told you! Here’s the sun! 


t 1 

I 



t 
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Pinkie Purr 

Tattoo was the mother of Pinkie Purr, 

A little black nothing of feet and fur; 

And by-and-by, when his eyes came through, 
He saw his mother, the big Tattoo. 

And all that he learned he learned from her. 
“I’ll ask my mother,” says Pinkie Purr. 


Tattoo was the mother of Pinkie Purr, 

A ridiculous kitten with silky fur. 

And little black Pinkie grew and grew 
Till he got as big as the big Tattoo. 

And all that he did he did with her. 

“Two friends together ” says Pinkie Purr. 
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Tattoo was the mother of Pinkie Purr, 

An adventurous cat in a coat of fur. 

And whenever he thought of a thing to do. 
He didn’t much bother about Tattoo, 

For he knows it’s nothing to do with her. 

So “See you later,” says Pinkie Purr. 

Tattoo is the mother of Pinkie Purr, 

An enormous leopard with coal-black fur. 

A little brown kitten that’s nearly new 
Is now playing games with its big Tattoo . . . 
And Pink looks lazily down at her: 

“Dear little Tat,” says Pinkie Purr. 
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Wind on the Hill 



No one can tell me. 

Nobody knows. 

Where the wind comes from. 
Where the wind goes. 
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It’s flying from somewhere 
As fast as it can, 

I couldn’t keep up with it, 

Not if I ran. 

But if I stopped holding 
The string of my kite, 

It would blow with the wind 
For a day and a night. 

And then when I found it, 
Wherever it blew, 

I should know that the wind 
Had been going there too. 

So then I could tell them 
Where the wind goes . . . 

But where the wind comes from 
Nobody knows. 
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Forgotten 


Lords of the Nursery 
Wait in a row, 

Five on the high wall. 

And four on the low; 

Big Kings and Little Kings, 
Brown Bears and Black, 
All of them waiting 
Till John comes back. 
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Some think that John boy 
Is lost in the wood. 

Some say he couldn’t be, 

Some say he could. 

Some think that John boy 
Hides on the hill; 

Some say he won’t come back. 
Some say he will. 



High was the sun, when 
John went away . . . 

Here they’ve been waiting 
All through the day; 

Big Bears and Little Bears, 
White Kings and Black, 
All of them waiting 
Till John comes back. 
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Lords of the Nursery 
Looked down the hill, 
Some saw the sheep-fold. 
Some saw the mill; 

Some saw the roofs 

Of the little grey town . . . 
And their shadows grew long 
As the sun slipt down. 



Gold between the poplars 
An old moon shows; 
Silver up the star-way 
The full moon rose; 
Silver down the star-way 
The old moon crept . . . 
And, one by another, 

The grey fields slept. 
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Lords of the Nursery 
Their still watch keep . . . 

They hear from the sheep-fold 
The rustle of sheep. 

A young bird twitters 
And hides its head; 

A little wind suddenly 
Breathes, and is dead. 

Slowly and slowly 

Dawns the new day . . . 

What’s become of John boy? 
No one can say. 

Some think that John boy 
Is lost on the hill; 

Some say he wont come back, 
Some say he will. 
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Wbats become of John boy? 
Nothing at all. 

He played with his skipping rope, 
He played with his ball. 

He ran after butterflies, 

Blue ones and red; 

He did a hundred happy things — 
And then went to bed. 
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In the Dark 



I’ve had my supper, 

And had my supper. 

And HAD my supper and all; 

I’ve heard the story 
Of Cinderella, 

And how she went to the hall; 

I’ve cleaned my teeth. 

And Ive said my prayers, 

And I’ve cleaned and said them right; 
And they’ve all of them been 
And kissed me lots. 

They’ve all of them said “Good-night.” 
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So — here I am in the dark alone. 

There’s nobody here to see; 

I think to myself, 

I play to myself, 

And nobody knows what I say to myself; 
Here I am in the dark alone, 

What is it going to be? 

I can think whatever I like to think, 

I can play whatever I like to play, 

I can laugh whatever I like to laugh, 

There’s nobody here but me. 

I'm talking to a rabbit . . . 

I'm talking to the sun . . . 
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I think I am a hundred — 

I’m one. 

I’m lying in a forest . . . 

I’m lying in a cave . . . 

I’m talking to a Dragon . . . 
I’m BRAVE. 

I’m lying on my left side . . . 

I’m lying on my right . . . 
I’ll play a lot tomorrow . . . 

I’ll think a lot tomorrow . . . 


I’ll laugh . . . 

a lot . . . 

tomorrow . . . 

(Heigh'bo!) 

Good-night. 
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The End 


When I was One, 

I had just begun. 

When I was Two, 

I was nearly new. 

When I was Three, 

I was hardly Me. 

When I was Four, 

I was not much more. 

When I was Five, 

I was just alive. 


But now I am Six, I’m as clever as clever. 
So I think 1 11 be six now for ever and ever. 
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A. A. Milne (1882-1956} began his writing career as a humorist 
for Punch magazine, and also wrote plays and poetry. In 1926, he 
published his first stories about Winnie-thc-Pooh, which were an 
instant success. Since then. Pooh has become a world-famous bear, 
and Milne’s stories have been translated into fifty languages. 

Ernest H. Shepard (1879-1976) won a scholarship to the 
Royal Academy Schools, and later, like Milne, worked for Punch 
magazine, as a cartoonist and illustrator. Shepard's witty and loving 
illustrations of Winnie-thc-Pooh and his friends in the Hundred 
Acre Wood have become an inseparable part of the Pooh stories, 
and they have become classics in their own right. 
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^Dedication 


You gave us Christopher Robin and Pooh 
And a forest of shadows and streams, 

And the whole world smiled with you, as you 
Offered us your dreams. 

I took up the offer and page upon page 
And line upon fanciful line, 

I tried to show in a different age 

Your dreams are mine. 




Exposition 


Pooh and piglet, Christopher Robin and Eeyore were 
last seen in the Forest — oh, can it really be eighty 
years ago? But dreams have a logic of their own and 
it is as if the eighty years have passed in a day. 

Looking over my shoulder, Pooh says: “Eighty is a 
good number really but it could just as well be eighty 
weeks or days or minutes as years,” and I say: “Let’s 
call it eighty seconds, and then it’ll be as though no 
time has passed at all.” 

Piglet says: “I tried to count to eighty once, but 
when I got to thirty-seven the numbers started 
jumping out at me and turning cartwheels, especially 
the sixes and nines.” 

“They do that when you’re least expecting it,” 
says Pooh. 

“But are you really going to write us new 
adventures?” Christopher Robin asks. “Because we 
rather liked the old ones.” 

“I didn’t like the ones with the Heffalumps in 
them,” adds Piglet, shuddering. 


“And can they end with a little smackerel of 
something?” asks Pooh, who may have put on a few 
ounces in eighty years. 

“He’ll get it wrong,” says Eeyore, “see if he doesn’t. 
What does he know about donkeys?” 

Of course Eeyore is right, because I don’t know; 
I can only guess. But guessing can be fun, too. And 
if occasionally I think I have guessed right, I shall 
reward myself with a chocolate biscuit, one of those 
with chocolate on one side only so you don’t get sticky 
fingers and leave marks on the paper, and if sometimes 
I am afraid that I have guessed wrong, I shall just have 
to go without. 

“We’ll know,” says Christopher Robin. “We’ll 
help you get it right, if we can.” And Pooh and Piglet 
smile and nod their heads, but Eeyore says: “Not 
that you are likely to. Nobody ever does.” 



With acknowledgments to E. H. Shepard, 
original illustrator of the Winnk'the'Pooh stories. 

The publisher would like to thank 
the Trustees of the Pooh Properties Trust and especially 
Michael Brown and Peter JansomSmith who have 
long striven to make this book possible and who 
have made invaluable suggestions and contributions 
at all stages of its development, and also 
Janice Swanson of Curtis Brown whose advice 
and patience throughout have smoothed the way 
and been of the greatest benefit to all concerned. 
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(Chapter 0ne 

in which Christopher Robin returns 


W HO STARTED IT? Nobody knew. One moment 
there was the usual Forest babble: the wind in 
the trees, the crow of a cock, the cheerful water in the 
streams. Then came the Rumour: Christopher Robin 
is back! 

Owl said he heard it from Rabbit, and Rabbit said 
he heard it from Piglet, and Piglet said he just sort of 
heard it, and Kanga said why not ask Winnie'the'Pooh? 
And since that seemed like a Very Encouraging Idea on 
such a sunny morning, off Piglet trotted, arriving in time 
to find Pooh anxiously counting his pots of honey. 
“Isn’t it odd?” said Pooh. 

“Isn’t what odd?” 

Pooh rubbed his nose with his paw. “I wish they 
would sit still. They shuffle around when they think I’m 
not looking. A moment ago there were eleven and now 
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there are only ten. It is odd, isn’t it, Piglet?” 

“It’s even,” said Piglet, “if it’s ten, that is. And if it 
isn’t, it isn’t.” Hearing himself saying this, Piglet thought 
that it didn’t sound quite right, but Pooh was still 
counting, moving the pots from one corner of the table 
to the other and back again. 

“Bother,” said Pooh. “Christopher Robin would know 
if he was here. He was good at counting. He always 
made things come out the same way twice and that’s 
what good counting is.” 

“But Pooh ...” Piglet began, the tip of his nose 
growing pink with excitement. 
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“On the other hand it’s not easy to count things when 
they won’t stay still. Like snowflakes and stars.” 

“But Pooh . . .” And if Piglet’s nose was pink before, 
it was scarlet now. 

“I’ve made up a hum about it. Would you like to hear 
it, Piglet?” 

Piglet was about to say that hums were splendid 
things, and Pooh’s hums were the best there were, but 
Rumours come first; then he thought what a nice feeling 
it was to have a Big Piece of News and to be about to 
Pass It On; then he remembered the hum which Pooh 
had made up about him, Piglet, and how it had had 
seven verses, which was more verses than a hum had 
ever had since time began, and that they were all about 
him, and so he said: “Ooh, yes, Pooh, please,” and Pooh 
glowed a little because a hum is all very well as far as it 
goes, and very well indeed when it goes for seven verses, 
but it isn’t a Real Hum until it’s been 
tried out on somebody, and while honey 
is always welcome, it’s welcomest of 
all directly after a hum. 

This is the hum which Pooh 
hummed to Piglet on the day which 
started like any other day and became 
a very special day indeed. 
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If you want to count your honey, 

You must put it in a row, 

In the sun if it is sunny, 

If it’s snowy in the snow. 

And you’ll know when you have counted 
How much honey you have got. 

Yes, you’ll know what the amount is 
And so therefore what it’s not. 

"And I think it’s eleven,” added Pooh, 'which is an 
excellent number of pots for a Thursday, though twelve 
would be even better.” 

"Pooh,” said Piglet quickly, in case there was a third verse 
on the way which would be nice, but time-consuming, 
“I have a Very Important Question to ask you.” 

"The answer is Yes,” said Pooh. "It is time for a 
little something.” 

"But, Pooh,” said Piglet, the tip of his nose by now 
quite crimson with anxiety and frustration, "the question 
is not about little somethings but big somethings. 
It’s about Christopher Robin.” 

Pooh, who had just put his paw into the tenth pot of 
honey, left it there, just to be on the safe side, and asked: 
"What about Christopher Robin?” 

"The Rumour, Pooh. Do you suppose he has 
come back?” 
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Eeyore, the grey donkey, was standing at the edge of 
the Hundred Acre Wood, staring at a patch of thistles. 
He had been saving them for a Rainy Day and was 
beginning to wonder whether it would ever rain again 
and whether, by the time it did, there would be any juice 
left in them, when Pooh and Piglet came by. 

“Hallo, little Piglet,” said Eeyore. “Hallo, Pooh. 
And what are you doing around here?” 

a We came to see you, Eeyore,” said Pooh. 

“A quiet day, was it, Pooh? An iEwe-havenVanything- 
bettento-do sort of day? How very thoughtful.” 

Piglet wondered how it was that every conversation 
with Eeyore seemed to go wrong. 

“Time hanging heavy, was it, Piglet? And, Pooh, 
I would thank you not to stand on those thistles.” 
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“Which ones would you like me to stand on?” asked 
Pooh. 

“But, Eeyore,” squeaked Piglet, “it’s C— C— C— ” 

“Have you swallowed something, little Piglet? Not a 
thistle, I trust?” 

“It’s Christopher Robin,” said Pooh. “He’s coming 
back.” 

While Pooh was talking, Eeyore went rather still. 
Only his tail moved, brushing away an imaginary fly. 

“Well,” he said, rather huskily, then paused. “Well. 
Christopher Robin . . . That is to say . . . heretofore . . .” 
he blinked quickly several times. “Christopher Robin 
coming back. Well.” 
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Finally, the Rumour was confirmed. Owl had flown 
to Rabbit’s house, and Rabbit bad spoken to his Friends 
and Relations, who bad spoken to Smallest'oFAll, 
who thought he had seen Christopher Robin but couldn’t 
be absolutely certain because sometimes he remembered 
things which turned out not to have happened yet, or 
ever, or at all. And they asked Tigger what he thought, 
only he was hopping across Kanga’s carpet avoiding 
the yellow bits, which could be dangerous, and paid no 
attention. But Kanga had told Rabbit that it was true, 
and when Kanga said something was true, then that thing 
was true. And so, if Pooh and Piglet thought that it was 
true, and Owl believed that it was true, and Kanga said 
that it was true, then it really must be true. Mustn’t it? 
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So a meeting was convened to pass a Rissolution. 
The Rissolution was for a Welcum Back Party for 
Christopher Robin, and Roo got so excited that he fell 


nto the brook once by accident, and 
twice on purpose, until Kanga told 




not be allowed to come to the party, 


'y but would have to go home to bed. 


~k 


It was July. The morning of the party dawned warm 
and sunny and the spinney in the Hundred Acre Wood 


was looking its finest. There were speckles of light on 
the ground where the sun had found a way through 


the branches, and other places where the branches 


had said No. Kanga found a mossy place and laid 


a table with her best linen tablecloth, the one with 
bunches of grapes embroidered around the edges, and 
Rabbit brought his best willow-pattern teacups, and said 
that they were Heirlooms, and when Pooh asked Owl 
in a whisper what an Heirloom was, Owl said that it 
was a kind of kite. Then Kanga 


moved one of the teacups 
so that it was covering 
the stain where Tigger 
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had spilled a dollop of Roo’s Strengthening Medicine. 

All the animals brought treats for the feast: hazelnuts 
from the rabbits, and a pot of honey (almost full) from 
Pooh, and a twist of lemon sherbet from Piglet, the kind 
that when you put it in the palm of your hand and licked 
it, the palm of your hand went bright yellow, and jellies 
of all colours made by Roo and Tigger. There were 
glasses with coloured straws and homemade lemonade, 
and squares of decorated paper with everybody’s names 
on them, and things which you blew and which made 
a hooting noise when you did, and things which you 
threw, and balloons, long ones as well as round ones, 
and splendid crackers. 
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But in the very center of the table stood the finest 
cake you ever saw, baked by Kanga and iced by Roo 
and Tigger, and there was spindly writing on the 
icing, except that nobody could make out what it said, 
not even Owl; and when Pooh asked Roo and Tigger 
what the writing said, they giggled 
and ran off to play in the bracken. 
Everyone had been invited to the 
party, even Eeyore, and Pooh had 
pushed a special invitation under 
the door of Christopher Robin’s 
house. Owl had written it. It said: 

SPESHUL INVITATION 
WELCUM HOME 
CRHISTOPHER ROBIN 
AND WELCUM TO A 
WELCUM HOME PRATY 
DAY: TODAY 

“It says Welcum three times,” Owl explained, 
“because that’s how pleased we are to see him back.” 

All the animals sat on the ground and waited, 
but there was a tree stump reserved for Christopher 
Robin. The jellies were getting rather wobbly in the 
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sun and Roo kept looking at the green jelly which 
he had made himself with grapes and greengages and 
which was — or at least had been — shaped like a castle. 
It was a little along the tablecloth from him and he kept 
fidgeting to get closer to it, because although he thought 
the others might like green best he knew that he did. 
He kept saying to anyone who would listen: “The red 
ones are the best. They’ve got strawberries in them. 
The yellow ones are even better, because they’re really 
lemony.’’ But he said nothing about the green ones. 



Eeyore was the last of the animals to arrive in the 
spinney. He turned around a few times and sat down 
on the tree stump. 

“Jollifications and hey'diddle-diddle,” he said. “Decent 
of you to wait for roe.” 

“But, Eeyore — ” said Piglet, and would have said more 
if Kanga hadn’t frowned and shaken her head at him. 
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“I’m sure it’s going to be a lovely party,” said Kanga, 
“but you’re sitting in Christopher Robin’s place, 
Eeyore dear.” 



Eeyore unfolded his legs and got slowly back to 
his feet. “It was quite comfortable,” he said, “as tree 
stumps go. I’m sure Christopher Robin will enjoy sitting 
on it now that I’ve warmed it up for him.” 

Still there was no Christopher Robin. 

Piglet held his cracker up to the light and shook it to 
see if it rattled. Then, a little sadly, he put it down again. 

“When can we start? Oh, when can we start?” cried 
Baby Roo. “The red jellies are best everyone. Or the 
yellow ones. Oh, when can we start?” 

And Kanga said: “Soon, dear, soon, but don’t keep 
pointing like that. It’s rude.” 

Pooh was staring at his pot of honey and getting 
drowsy, and wondering if it was still his pot of honey, 
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and whose pot of honey it 
would be if Christopher 
Robin didn’t come, 
and whether one 
could train bees 
to make honey 
straight into pots, 
because then they 
could use the combs to 
brush their hair without 
it getting sticky. If bees 
have hair. And maybe he 
would leave an empty pot 
out there just in case. And 
would it get any hotter, 
and what would happen if 
it did . . . and Pooh’s head sank forward and he uttered 
a soft sort of Snunt, which is halfway between a grunt 
and a snore. 

Then, by way of conversation, Owl said: “Did I ever tell 
you about my Uncle Robert?” And although he had told 
them more than once, more than several times in fact, 
Kanga said quickly before he could begin: “Best not to tire 
ourselves. Christopher Robin is sure to be here soon.” 
And Piglet said: “I expect he had to come a very long way.” 
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“How do you know?” Rabbit asked. “How long?” 

“He may have been delayed by a gorseTush,” said Pooh. 
“They do that sometimes, you know.” 

“Or a Heffalump,” said Piglet, and he shuddered at 
the thought. 

Then the sun went behind the only cloud in the sky, 
and the speckles in the Forest went away and came back 
again, which is what Christopher Robin had done if you 
believed the Rumour. 

Then Piglet, a little flustered and a little hungry, 
explained: “Christopher Robin has had to come from 
wherever he’s coming from, Rabbit, and it must be a very 
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long way, because if it wasn’t he would be here by now.” 

Just at that moment there was a whirring sound, and a 
clickety sound, and a pinging sound, and there he was, 
Christopher Robin, just as he had always been, except 
that he was riding a bright blue bicycle. Everybody gasped 
and began chattering at the same time, which is usually 
quite impolite but wasn’t just then. When Christopher 
Robin had leaned his bicycle against a tree, he looked at 
them all and said: “Hallo, everyone, I’m back.” 

“Hallo,” said Pooh, and Christopher Robin gave 
him a smile. 
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Owl said: “A velocipede. I will explain to you the 
principle upon which ...” 

Eeyore said: “A pleasure to see you, Christopher 
Robin, and I hope you enjoy the tree stump, which is 
quite warmed up.” 

Piglet just said: “Ooh!” He wanted to say much more, 
but the words wouldn’t form themselves the way he 
wanted them to, and when they had, it was too late to 
use them. 

Roo said: “There are lots of jellies, Christopher Robin, 
and me and Tigger made them, and the red ones have got 
real strawberries in them, but if you want a green one ...” 

“I’ll try them all,” said Christopher Robin cheerfully, 
“but I’ll try the red ones first.” 

Early and Late, two smallish Friends and Relations, 
pulled a cracker, or tried to, and Early let go by mistake 
and Late toppled over backwards. But Winnie-theTooh 
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gave Christopher Robin a bear hug and said: “Welcome 
home, Christopher Robin.” 

Kanga said: “You must cut the cake, Christopher 
Robin.” 

“And make a wish,” added Tigger, hopping from 
foot to foot, which is complicated when you have four. 

So Christopher Robin made a wish, and 
everyone cheered and clapped and said: 

“Welcome home,” except Eeyore 
who said: “Many happy returns 
of the day,” and Christopher 
Robin felt glad to be back, 
but a little sad at the same 
time. Then everybody blew their horns and threw 
their streamers and pulled their crackers, 
and Eeyore pulled two, one with his front 
hoofs and one with his back, and the 
first one had a motto and a key ring with 
A Present from Margate on it and a 
paper hat, but the second 
only had a paper hat. 

And Christopher Robin ^ 
said to Pooh: “I’ve eaten a lot of 
jelly and two slices of Kanga’ s cake, 
so I don’t have room for the honey. 
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I wondered, Pooh, whether you would be kind enough 
to eat it for me?” And Pooh was kind enough and did. 

Then Eeyore said: “I don’t suppose he remembers who 
I am. Not that it’s important. After all why should he?” 

~k 

When they had eaten everything they could eat, 
which was almost but not quite everything on the table, 
because at a proper tea party there should always be 
leftovers for the birds, Christopher Robin made this 
announcement. 

“Now, dear friends of the Forest, in my bicycle basket 
I have Coming-Home Presents for you all, because I have 
missed you so much. And I have wrapped them up in 
Christmas paper because I had some left over from last 
year and I thought it might be useful for next year.” 

The animals were very excited, even Smallest-of-All, 
who had fallen asleep in a butter dish and had to be 
de-buttered. He thought that maybe it was Christmas 
already, so he opened his present, a shiny farthing with 
a wren on it, and said, “Happy Christmas, everybody!” 
Then he went straight back to sleep, because the moon 
was already shining out and it was that mysterious time 
between day and night when it is not easy to tell which 
is which or why or whether. 
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These were the presents Christopher Robin had 
brought for the other animals. 



For Early and Late: sugar mice 

For Owl: a spectacle case, in case 
he lost his spectacles 




For Piglet: pink earmuffs 

For Roo: a bottle of coloured sand 
(j|lf5 in a satisfying pattern from the 
Isle of Wight 




For Kanga: a set of seven thimbles 
(one for each day of the week) 

For Tigger: a pogo stick 



For Rabbit: a book called ioox Useful 
Household Hints 


For Eeyore: two umbrellas 
for front and back 



For Pooh: a wooden ladle for removing 
the sticky bits from pots of honey 
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What did Christopher Robin wish for when he cut 
the cake? That is a secret and if I told you what it 
was it would never come true, but Pooh came into it, 
and Piglet, and the sunshine, so it was quite a long wish 
and Christopher Robin kept his eyes tight shut when he 
made it, but his lips moved a bit. 

If what Christopher Robin wished for was more 
adventures in the Hundred Acre Wood, then his wish 
certainly did come true and I will tell you about the 
adventures, from the time that Piglet Became a Hero to 
the time that Tigger Dreamt of Africa. There could well 
be Heffalumps in there somewhere, and honey. In fact, 
I am sure of the honey. There may even be a story about 
the bright blue bicycle, because it was a very fine one, 
a Raleigh, and it made you feel good just to look at it, 
and made you want to rub the mud off it just as soon 



as it got onto it. There might 
be other bicycles in the 


Hundred Acre Wood 
but none as fine nor as 
shiny as Christopher 


Robin’s, and no boy 


prouder than he. 


2,0 


(Chapter 'Two 

in which Owl docs a crossword, 
and a Spelling Bee is held 


S ince Christopher Robin went away Piglet 

had been staying at Pooh’s house because Owl 
was staying at Piglet’s, because — oh well, it would 
take too long to explain. A few days after Christopher 
Robin’s return, Pooh and Piglet were sitting together 
over breakfast at that pleasant time of the day when 
you know that there is much to be done but not 
quite yet. 
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Pooh had completed his stoutness exercises — two 
push-ups, two pull-ups, and a lie-down — and Piglet had 
written in his diary: Got up. Had brckfast. Wrote this in 
diary, and was wondering how he managed to Fit It All 
In, when Pooh said: “I wonder where Christopher Robin 
has been.” 

“I don’t know,” said Piglet, who had been wondering 
too. “But he’s a bit grand, isn’t he, Pooh, since he came 
back and he seems a bit more ... a bit more . . .” 

“That’s it exactly,” said Pooh, “a bit more but not 
too much . . .” 

Piglet closed his diary. 

“But he’s still Christopher Robin.” 

“I wish I knew where he’d been,” continued Pooh. 
“Do you think Owl would know?” 

“He might do, Pooh, which would be good, and if he 
didn’t he might make something up and that would be 
good too. Let’s go and ask him.” 

On this particular morning, Owl had settled down 
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in his comfiest chair and folded the Ornithological Times 
so that the bit with the crossword puzzle was on top. 
On a low table next to him was a cup of tea, and he 
was wearing the old shawl that had belonged to Uncle 
Robert. It smelled a bit, but helped him to concentrate. 



The first clue was i Across. It read: “Big Bird 
(3 letters).” 

Owl scratched behind his ear with his quill pen. 
However, when he wrote down “EGL” on a piece of 
scrap paper to see how it looked, it looked rather odd. 
When he held it up to the mirror, it looked even odder. 
But try as he might, he could not squeeze OSTRIDGE 
or even HORK into three letters. 

“B other!” muttered Owl, and stuck his quill through 
the newspaper. 
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At just that mo- 
ment, Pooh and Piglet 
arrived at the front 
door and tugged at the 
handkerchief with a 
knot in it which 
served as a bell'pull. 
Piglet cleared his 
throat. “We want to 
know, Owl, whether you 
know where Christopher 
Robin has been and whether he will be going there 
again, and when.” The words came out in such a rush 
that Piglet blinked several times and steadied himself 
on the low table. 

“He has been on Safari,” said Owl impressively. 

“What does that mean?” Pooh asked. 

“It means that he has been so far and no farther. 
And now if you would be so kind as to close the door 
behind you when you leave.” 

“Why don’t you come with us to Christopher Ro' 
bin’s house,” said Piglet, “and we can ask him ourselves?” 

“Oh, all right,” said Owl, thinking that Christopher 
Robin would surely know what Big Bird (3 letters) 
would be. 
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It was a perfect summer day and the Forest was 
sparkling. The cobwebs on the bracken were strung 
with seed pearls of dew, and the trees were competing as 
to which was wearing the brightest green. Christopher 
Robin was polishing his bicycle when the others arrived. 
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“Come indoors, Pooh and Piglet and Owl,” said 
Christopher Robin, “because I have something to show 
you all and it is an Indoors Sort of Thing.” 

When Christopher Robin had finished wiping 
the polish off his fingers and onto his handkerchief 
and off his handkerchief and back onto his fingers, 
he handed Owl a very large book that was wrapped in 
tissue paper. 

“I won this at school,” he said, “for throwing the 
cricket ball more than fifty yards.” 

Pooh and Piglet glanced at each other. “You were 
at school!” cried Piglet in excitement. “I thought 
you were.” 

Meanwhile, Owl was unwrapping the book. 

“It’s a Thesaurus,” said Christopher Robin. 
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“Is that like a Heffalump?” asked Piglet. “Oh dear. 
Oh dearie, dearie me.” 

“It’s a book of words. You look up one word and 
it tells you lots of other words which mean the same 
thing.” 

“Why can’t you just use the word you had in the 
first place?” asked Piglet. 

“I don’t know,” said Christopher Robin. “Why don’t 
we look something up and see?” 

So Pooh looked up “owl” and the book said: sage, 
hooter, bird of ill omen. 

“Isn’t sage a kind of herb?” asked Pooh. 

“It means someone who’s wise,” said Christopher 
Robin. 

“Indeed,” said Owl, fluffing out his feathers, and 
then he thought for a while, and said: “Indeed” again 
and “Indeed . . . hmm,” and saying indeed three times 
made it seem as though Owl was having a sage and wise 
and hooterish kind of thought. “The animals around 
here are not well educated, Christopher Robin, not like 
you and I.” 

“You and me,” said Christopher Robin. 

“Yes,” said Owl, “both of us. Just so. I expect the 
Thesaurus would help me with my crossword puzzle. 
I don’t suppose you could have a look at one Across?” 
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“Crossword puzzles,” cried Christopher Robin in 
delight. “We were doing them at school.” 

“What else did you do at school, Christopher Robin?” 
asked Pooh. “And did you have elevenses there?” 

“Well, let me see now,” said Christopher 
Robin, for to tell the truth school 
V kf y already seemed a long time ago. 

“It was noisy and the geography 
teacher only had one eye and 
it smelled a bit of floor polish — 
the school, I mean, not the eye. 
There was math and cricket and a Spelling Bee.” 

“A bee?” asked Pooh. 

“We could have a Spelling Bee here,” Christopher 
Robin suggested, “if you would like to. And you, Owl, 
could be the quizmaster.” 

“Good idea,” said Owl. “It’s not the animals’ fault that 
they are ignorant.” 

-Jc ~k 

That night as they lay in bed, Piglet asked Pooh about 
the Thesaurus. 

“It’s just a big book, Piglet.” 

“It’s not a great big monster?” 

“No, Piglet.” 
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“Not at all like a Heffalump?” 

“Go to sleep, Piglet.” 

“And the words aren’t very cross, are they, Pooh?” 
added Piglet, shivering a little. “I wonder, can we leave 
the light on tonight?” 



The next day, which was the day of the Grand 
Spelling Bee, the sky was stormy with white clouds 
like marshmallow scudding across it. Near the horizon 
there were some darker ones which looked as if they 
Meant Business. 

In the clearing there was a placard slung between two 
larch trees. Owl had made it. It read: 

GRAND SPELLING BEE 
ALL WELCUM 

A few logs had been placed end to end for sitting on, 
with larger ones in front for writing on. Pencils had 
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been sharpened and squares of paper laid ready with 
the name of each animal proudly displayed in BLOCK 
CAPITALS. Owl was wearing his pince-nez glasses, 
which he kept on a chain around his neck, and a tweed 
waistcoat which had belonged to his Uncle Robert, who 
had been a Credit to the Family Despite Everything. 

Rabbit and Kanga and Roo were there, and Tigger 
and Piglet, and Early and Late and Friends and Relations 
(not all of them, but quite enough to be going on with) 
and Henry Rush, the beetle. 

It looked like it might rain. 

“Is everybody ready?” asked Owl, taking a gold watch 
out of his waistcoat pocket and putting it to his ear. The 
watch had stopped many years ago at 3:15, which was a 
good time to have stopped at. 

One of the Friends and Relations sniffed loudly. 

“Use your handkerchief,” said Rabbit. 

“Haven’t got one,” sulked the young relation, and 
sniffed again. “Haven’t got a name either.” 

“You must have a name,” said Rabbit. “Everybody’s 
got a name. I expect it’s Jack.” 

Owl cleared his throat loudly and said again: 
“Is everybody ready?” 

Piglet was wondering if they could have a competition 
for drawing instead of spelling. He could draw a table 
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so that you could see all four legs at once and that’s 
really difficult. And a vase of flowers on top. 

Pooh said to Piglet: “It’s all right, 

Piglet. Spelling is easy once you 
get started.” 

Piglet nodded. “Getting 
started is the worst bit. 

I expect we’ll start soon.” 

Tigger had drawn zeros and crosses at the top of his 
piece of paper and he and Roo were playing, but since 
both of them wanted to be crosses, the game was turning 
out rather noisy and confused. 

“I’ve won,” cried Tigger and Roo at the same moment. 

There was a dusty smell in the air, and a few 
heavy spots of rain plopped onto the sheets of paper. 

A rumble of thunder echoed around the 
spinney, as if the storm was 
considering the possibilities. 
In the sky, a flock of star- 
lings that had been flying 
west changed their minds 
all at the same time and 
veered off to the southeast. Lightning flickered above 
the larches and another rumble of thunder stopped 
being side drums and became cymbals. 
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“Ooh,” said Piglet, “why is it doing that and I wish 
it wouldn’t!” 

Owl adjusted his pince-nez and glared at the animals 
so fiercely that one of the youngest hid under a 
toadstool. “Ready or not,” Owl said, “the first word is 
Fiddlesticks.” 

There were groans on all sides. 

“Can you spell it, Owl?” asked Rabbit, and the cry was 
taken up by most of the other animals. 

“Of course I can,” said Owl. 

“Then do it,” said Rabbit. 

“Shan’t,” said Owl. “The second 
word is Rhododendron.” 

“I thought there were going 
to be bees,” said Pooh, and 
Piglet said: “I thought so too, 
and I don’t think anybody in the 
world can spell Rhodothingamajig.” 

“And why would they want to?” added Pooh. 

“And the third word is — ” 

But the third word wasn’t because just then a large 
drop of rain landed on the dictionary and an even larger 
one landed on Owl’s spectacles. Within seconds the 
Forest was asparkle with raindrops coming down and 
raindrops bouncing back up. 
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Christopher Robin jumped 
onto the tree stump and 
made an announcement. 



“Friends, the Spelling Bee 
has been cancelled, be- 
cause spelling is difficult 
enough at the best of 
times, and impossible in 
the rain.” At this the 
animals cheered loudly. 
“But why don’t you all 


come back to my house 
and we’ll toast some muffins 


and make a huge house of cards. 


“But Christopher Robin — ” objected Owl. 

“It’s all right, Owl. When a Spelling Bee is interrupted 
by the weather the prize goes to the quizmaster, 


which is you.” 


Owl took off his pince-nez, blinked a few times, 
then wiped the lenses, and asked: “Me?” 

“Yes, Owl, you.” 

With which Christopher Robin handed over 
the prize, which turned out to be a crossword puzzle 
book with all the answers at the end. Owl was very 
proud, and also suddenly a little thoughtful. 
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Then Christopher Robin led the animals back to 
his house. There they had muffins toasted to perfection, 
and Kanga spread yellow butter on them so that it 
melted into the crevices. For those who wanted it — 
which was everybody — there was jam with whole 
strawberries in it to go on top. 



When they had eaten all the muffins and drunk cups 
of tea from china cups with roses around the sides, 
a pleaseddooking Owl went up to Christopher Robin. 

“Big Bird in three letters,” he said. 

“Yes?” 

“It’s owl, of course!” 

“Why so it is!” Christopher Robin agreed. 

After that, the animals settled down and made 
the biggest house of cards ever seen in the Hundred 
Acre Wood, with turrets and bridges and a yard for 


35 


T^eturn to the Hundred cTcre Wood 


the carriages. When there were no cards left, 
Tigger bounced onto the middle of it so that it 
collapsed quite flat, but nobody minded because by 
then the storm had passed and the evening sun was 
peering anxiously over the rim of the hill. The moon 
was there too, so that everybody knew that it was 
time to go home to bed. 

Pooh stayed at Christopher Robin’s house that night 
and watched him have his bath. What he really wanted 
to see was whether he still wore his blue braces, 
and, yes, he did (but not in the bath). 
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Chapter Three 

in which Rabbit organizes 
almost everything 



R ABBIT WAS THE MOST SENSIBLE of animals. If 
you were to ask anyone in the Hundred Acre 
Wood, “Is there anybody sensible around here?” they 
would be sure to say: “Go and see Rabbit.” 

When you arrived at Rab' 
bit’s house, which was 
a hole in the ground 
with a front door 
and a back door — 
very sensible — Rabbit 
would ask who you 
were and, if you were 
who Rabbit thought 
you ought to be, you 
would be invited in. 
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Rabbit’s front room had sensible things in it like 
calendars and colanders and fireside rugs, and fire 
irons and sturdy Royal Doulton china, and a map of 
Bournemouth on the wall. Once you were seated, 
Rabbit would bring you a sensible cup of tea on a 
large saucer in case of drips and, by way of a treat, a 
small piece of shortbread from a tin with a picture of 
Edinburgh Castle on the top. Then, having made sure 
that you didn’t scatter any crumbs, he would send 
you back where you’d come from. 

“It’s just as well there’s somebody around these parts 
who has some sense,” Rabbit used to say on these 
occasions, “otherwise anything might happen.” 

If someone asked Rabbit what that 
anything might be, he would reply: 
“Pirates, revolution, things thrown on 
the ground and not picked up. And you 
should always carry a clean handkerchief 
with you just in case.” 

One day, when Rabbit and Christopher Robin 
and Pooh were having tea on a sunny bank not far 
from Rabbit’s house, they found the conversation going 
just this way. They’d got to the bit about revolution, 
at which point Pooh stuck his head right into his 
pot of honey. 
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“Which reminds me,” continued Rabbit regardless, 
“nobody eats sensibly around here. Everyone should 
have gardens like mine. Then we could grow vegetables 
in rows like the Romans did.” 

“Did the Romans grow vegetables in rows?” asked 
Christopher Robin. 

“Well,” Rabbit replied, “if they had grown vegetables 
they would have been in rows, because it’s too difficult 
to grow things in circles.” 

in close to 

he said: “Consider all that honey 
and condensed milk. It cannot 
be good for you. You should 
eat as I do.” 

Pooh pulled his head out of 
the honey-pot, and stared at Rabbit. 


Then, leaning 
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U I propose rationing you to one pot a month 
and replacing the honey with homegrown carrots 
and radishes.” 

“Radishes!” Pooh cried in dismay. 

“Just joking,” said Rabbit. But if Rabbit 
was only teasing Pooh about his honey, 
he was serious about organizing 
things in the Forest. 

„ “What we most need around 
J ' r here,” he announced, “apart from 
gardens and sensible diets and 
some overdue hedging and ditching, is a Census.” 

Pooh licked the honey from his nose and asked 
Rabbit what he meant. 

“A Census is when you write down the names of 
everyone who is living in a place, and how many of them, 
and so on.” 

“But why, Rabbit?” 

“So that if anyone wants to know you can tell 
them straightaway. The Ancient Britons did it in 
the Domesday Book, and once they knew who there 
was and where they were . . .” Rabbit paused to catch 
up with himself, “they could tax them.” 

“Why did they want to?” Christopher Robin asked, 
reasonably enough. 
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“To pay for the Census, of course,” answered Rabbit. 
“I thought everybody knew that.” 

As word got about, the other animals expressed 
their doubts. 

“It seems to me,” Kanga remarked, “that you can’t 
count everything .” 

Piglet said: “It’s not a Census, it’s a Nonsensus,” 
and then blushed at his cleverness. 

Having announced to the world that a Census was 
what the Forest needed, Rabbit had no choice but to 
organize one. His first port of call was Owl’s house. 
He pulled on the bell-pull, then went in without 
waiting for an answer. 

Owl was toying with a metal puzzle that he had found 
in his Christmas cracker three years ago, along with a 
paper hat and a joke about giraffes. 

“What is it now, Rabbit?” he complained. 

“I have to ask you questions for the Census.” 

“Very well. But be quick about it.” 

“Name?” 

“Owl.” 

“Spell it.” 

“W-O-L.” 

“Age?” 

“Mind your own business!” 
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“Occupation?” 

“Enough, Rabbit, enough!” 

Owl flapped his wings so crossly that Rabbit flattened 
his ears and scuttled out of the house. 

His next destination was Eeyore’s Gloomy Place where 
the old grey donkey was standing in the sun, dreaming 
of being young again in a field of poppies. 

“Go away, Rabbit,” he muttered, opening an eye. 

“I was happy.” 

“Happy may be all very well, 

Eeyore, but it doesn’t 
butter any parsnips.” 

“Then leave them 
unbuttered,” 
said Eeyore, and 
he put his head 
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between his legs, which is the second rudest thing a 
donkey can do. 

“Well, really,” said Rabbit, “some animals!” 

But Eeyore had shut his eyes and was trying to get 
back into the dream. 



Next on Rabbit’s list was Christopher Robin, whom 
he found sketching the Six Pine Trees. 

“Hallo, Rabbit. How’s the Census going?” 

“Very well, very well, if we exclude certain donkeys. 
After all, a thing begun is a thing half done.” 
Christopher Robin frowned over his sketch. 

“I don’t think so, Rabbit. If I begin to read a book 
that has a hundred pages, I begin on page one but it 
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isn’t half done until I get to page fifty, agreed?’ 

But Rabbit was not really listening. 

“Name?” he asked. 

“You know my name, Rabbit,” 
said Christopher Robin. 

“Spell it.” 

“I'T,” said Christopher Robin. 

Then he looked back at his sketch and added a bit of 
shadow where a shadow ought to be: “Oh, Rabbit, I 
have better things to do.” 

Rabbit went away muttering. It might have been 
something about No Sense of Social Responsibility, 
but then again it might not. 

At Kanga’s house, Roo and Tigger were playing 
a game called Licking the Mixing Bowl Clean. It was 
a game without rules except that the winner was the 
one who finished last. 

“Tigger,” said Rabbit, “let’s begin with you.” 

“Yes, let’s,” said Tigger, bouncing a little, even 
though he had no idea what was to be begun. 

He liked to be asked 
Wgr to do things, and he 

liked to be asked to 
do them first, and 
he always said 
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“yes” because it is much more interesting when you do. 
“Name?” 

Tigger. 

“Spell it.” 

“TTGRRRRRRRRR . . .” And Tigger emitted 
a ferocious growl. 

“Put your handkerchief in front of your mouth when 
you do that, dear,” said Kanga. 

“Age?” 

Tigger counted his paws, and then his whiskers, 
and then Roo’s paws and whiskers, and then Kanga s 
paws and whiskers. 

“Don’t know,” he said at last. 

“I’ll put down twelve,” said Rabbit. 

“Hooray!” cried Tigger. “Then I can have a birthday.” 
When Rabbit had put all the information from the 
Census together, he created a chart. 
He coloured it using a set 
of crayons that 
were still in 
their matching 
paper wrappers, 
and then took 
it along to show 
Christopher Robin. 
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“Very fine, Rabbit,” said Christopher Robin, “but why 
aren’t you on the chart?” 

Rabbit stared at the paper. 

“Ah,” he said eventually, shuffling his feet. “It was . . .” 
he continued, looking at the floor, “an Oversight.” 

“Then you’d better 
complete the job.” 

Rabbit found that 
answering his own 
questions was simple 
enough to start with. 

How old was he? Five 
seemed about right. What 
was his occupation? Rabbit 
thought for a bit, then wrote “Importent Tilings.” 

Before long, he got to the question about the size of 
his family. Wherever Rabbit turned there were Friends 
and Relations. There always had been. But which were 
Friends and which were Relations? 

Once upon a time he had bought a special diary and 
tried to jot down all their birthdays, but even for a 
sensible and organized animal like Rabbit it was more 
than he could cope with. 

So he went to see Grandad Buck, who was Very 
Ancient and the Head of the Rabbit Family. 
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Grandad Buck did not entirely approve of Rabbit, partly 
because he did not entirely approve of anyone, but he 
listened intently, thought for a few moments, and then 
said, rather grandly: “My advice to you is to spread the 
word that all your Friends and Relations are invited to 
your abode. Promise them food. Then, as they arrive, get 
their names and ages. That should do the trick.” 



He paused, then looked hard at Rabbit, and barked: 
“Now, young fellow, I must ask you please to go away.” 

Rabbit did just as Grandad Buck had advised, promising 
carrots for Relations and shortbread for Friends. And 
in due course, on the day selected, Rabbit opened the 
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relation,” objected Rabbit. “You get carrots.” 

The little rabbit put her paws over her floppy ears. 
“Am not a Relation! I want shortbread!” 


So as not to hold things up, Rabbit gave her a 
piece. Within an hour he had taken down the details 
of three hedgehogs, four mice, six squirrels, three 
beetles, and also twenty-one rabbits — all of whom 
claimed to be “Friends.” The shortbread from the 
tin with the picture of Edinburgh Castle on the lid 
was long gone, and the homemade jam was going the 
same way. Rabbit was running out of paper, and still 
the line stretched all the way to Kanga’s house. 
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Many of the younger ones discovered the Sandy Pit 
in which Roo played, and approved of it and played in 
it themselves. 

The carrots from Rabbit’s garden lay neglected. 
Friends who had come too late for shortbread became 
very cross and started rampaging around the place, 
until Rabbit’s sensible and tidy drawing room was 
thrown into disarray and covered in muddy and sandy 
paw-prints everywhere. Some of the younger element 
invented a game which involved rolling yourself up 
in the fireside rug with a lace doily on your head and 

pretending to be sultans 
and sultanas. The beautiful 
chart was drawn on with 
the crayons, which had all 
been taken out of their tins. 
The Royal Doulton china was knocked over, and as 
for the beautiful garden where Rabbit had grown his 
carrots, it was in severe danger. 

“Behave yourselves!” Rabbit cried. “Set an example. 
Be sensible!” 

“But we are your guests and you 
promised us shortbread,” said the rabbits, 

“and you haven’t got any, so phooey to you 
with knobs on!” 
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“Then eat these lovely carrots and behave!” retorted 
Rabbit shrilly. 

But the little rabbits said they were bored with carrots 
and began to sing: “Why are we waiting?” 

“Go on waiting!” shouted Rabbit, who was by now in 
a Real State. 

He rushed out of his house and all the way to Pooh’s 
house without stopping once. When he’d arrived and 
gathered his breath sufficiently, he explained what had 
happened . . . and then the world seemed to slow down a 
little as Pooh said comforting things like “There, there, 

Rabbit,” and “Never mind, 
it’s all over now,” 
(which it probably 
wasn’t, but that 
is the kind 
of thing you 
should say to 
a once-sensible 
Rabbit in distress) . 

“How about some cocoa and a little smackerel of 
something?” Pooh suggested. Then, after thinking for a 
moment he changed this to, “Or just some cocoa, and I’ll 
eat the something for you, so you won’t be unhealthy?” 

But Rabbit seemed very keen on having a smackerel of 
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something too. After eating all the honey and condensed 
milk that Pooh reluctantly set before him, he sat back 
with his paws wrapped around the mug of cocoa. 

“I thought I was a sensible animal,” Rabbit said, 
shuddering. 

“Of course you are,” said Pooh, “everybody knows that.” 

“And it was such a sensible idea, the Census.” 

“It’s almost the same word,” agreed Pooh. 

“And the gardens, Pooh. Vegetables for everyone.” 

“And honey for some,” said Pooh seriously, licking a 
smear of yellow from the edge of his plate. 

Rabbit felt that Pooh had perhaps missed something 
here, but it seemed too complicated to argue. Instead, 
he said good night to a surprised Piglet, who had just 
come in from rolling in the dirt and was a friendly brown 

colour, and went to bed at 
midday under Pooh’s own 
blue cotton counterpane. 

When the evening came, 
Rabbit slept on, but Pooh 
didn’t mind. He took an old 
blanket and bedded down 
by his honey cupboard, 
to reassure the pots that 
they would be safe. 
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In the morning, some slightly sheepish-looking 
Friends and Relations came knocking on the door. 
They asked Pooh if he knew where Rabbit was. 

“He’s aslee — ” Pooh started, then he thought for a bit. 
He thought of Rabbit, and what Rabbit would say if 
he were here, and if he were himself again. 

“My dear friend Rabbit . . .” started Pooh as 
importantly as he could. “My i^ery dear friend Rabbit 
told me to tell you that the job for today is to tidy 
everything in his house and make it as organdized 
as possible. Things in rows . . . and . . . and things. 
Rabbit will supervise us, in case we put stuff back in 
the wrong places.” 

So they all went over to Rabbit’s house, and it 
took less time than anyone expected to get the place 
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shining clean. While they cleaned and dusted and 
polished, they each sang their favourite songs, and Piglet 
sang one he had learned in French from Christopher 
Robin, about a man called Frere Jacques who spent his 



time ringing bells. Then, because it was voted the best, 
he sang it again with all of them joining in the chorus 
— even Rabbit. Although Owl muttered, “He’s a little 
ofPkey.” But nobody noticed or knew what he meant. 
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in which it stops raining for ever, 
and something slinky comes out of the river 


N obody could remember anything like it. It 

had not rained for forty days and forty nights, 
and it kept getting hotter. Little streams high up in the 
Forest became lazy and lost their sparkle. The boggy bit 
near Eeyore’s Gloomy Place stopped being boggy, and 
the big river became no more than a trickle, so that 
Roo could hop across it, jumping from stone to stone, 
without getting his tail wet. 
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Then it got even hotter. In his thick coat, Tigger hardly 
bounced at all, while Piglet would go to lie in Eeyore’s 
shadow and Eeyore would swish his tail to keep the 
flies away. 

Still Owl’s barometer said Set Fair, and, when he 
tapped it, it still said Set Fair, and when he tapped it 
again it fell onto the floor and the glass broke, but it still 
said Set Fair and still there was no rain. 

The river got thinner and thinner until it was little 
more than a few paddling pools which Roo went paddling 
in when Kanga wasn’t looking and sometimes when 
she was, and, when he came in for tea, he left little 
paw-shaped patches on the carpet. At the bottom of a 
dried-out hollow, Eeyore found an old tin trunk with HMS 
Fortitude on the side, and he thought that if it ever did 
rain again, this would be a good place to store the water. 

Christopher Robin and Pooh helped Eeyore to drag 
the trunk out of the hollow, then sat on the grass to rest. 

Pooh said to Christopher Robin, 

“It’s all very well for you, 

Christopher Robin, because 
you can take your things off, 
but I can’t take my fur off.” 

But Christopher Robin 
was too hot to reply. 



55 


T^eturn to the Hundred cTcre Wood 


Then one day, which some said 
was the hottest yet and others 
said was the hottest ever, 
something long and slinky 
and furry and whiskery 
came out of what had once 
been a river but now was 
little better than a mud patch. 

“Oh, la!” said the Silver-and-Silky Slinky Thing, 
sitting up straight as a beech-tree and looking around 
with beady eyes. “What is a self-respecting otter to 
do when she can’t have a bath? And,” she added in a 
haughty voice, “when she has nothing to eat?” 

“Are you talking to me?” asked Rabbit, who was 
bringing what was left of his washing to what was left 
of the stream. 

“And who are you, Long Ears?” 
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“I am Rabbit,” said Rabbit, startled and rather offended. 
“And who are you?” 

“I am asking the questions, Bunny Rabbit. Unless 
you are cleverer than I am, which I don’t suppose you 
are, looking as if you have just been dragged out of a 
conjurer’s hat.” 

Rabbit was so worried at being spoken to like this that 
he didn’t know which way to look. When the Slinky 
Thing saw this she grunted a few times, which was as 
close as she could come to a chuckle. 

“Well, Bunny, if you must know, my name is Lottie. 
But you haven’t answered my questions.” 

“What were they again?” 

“I can’t remember,” said Lottie. 

“I’ll go and ask Christopher Robin,” said Rabbit, 
and he scuttled away a little 
faster than usual. 

Christopher Robin was 
looking at an atlas. /<f\ 

“I wonder why so many _ 
of the countries are 
pink?” he said. 

“I haven’t time 
for all that now,” 
said Rabbit. 
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“Well, if you were to visit them, the ground wouldn’t 
be pink, would it? And if the world is round why is the 
atlas flat?” 

“Oh dear,” said Rabbit beginning to panic because 
of so many questions in a single morning. Not know- 
ing the answers, he changed the subject. “Anyway, 
Christopher Robin, something has just come out of the 
river and it wants a bath and something to eat. I think 
it’s an otter.” 

“I’ve got a bath,” said Christopher Robin cheerfully. 
“And there’s some potted meat in the larder. Do you 
think that would do?” 

“Perhaps you should come and ask her yourself.” 
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By the time they got to the oozy bit that had once 
been a proper stream, quite a few of the animals had 
gathered around the otter, who was twisting and turning 
in front of them like a ballerina in a musical box. 

“My name is Lottie,” she announced. “See my fine 
fur coat, which is the colour of silver when the sun 
shines upon it, and pewter when it’s cloudy. And see,” 
she added, “my golden eyes, and my long tail which 
I call my rudder. It has been much admired for its 
length and flexibility. And beware,” she concluded, 
“my red tongue and my white teeth, which are sharp 
enough, I can promise you, when they need to be.” 

Then, just when the animals were becoming alarmed, 
she rolled over a few times and slithered off to hide in 
the bushes. 
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“Catch me if you can,” she cried. “Bet you can’t!” 

For a while the animals tried their hardest not to find 
Lottie, which was difficult because her tail was sticking 
out a good six inches. But then Tigger accidentally 
stepped on it and Lottie made a growling noise, so the 
game was up. 

“Welcome to the Forest,” said Christopher Robin 
quickly, before anything more disturbing could happen. 
“I’m Christopher Robin, and you’re welcome to have a 
bath at my house, if that’s what you would like.” 

Lottie reappeared from behind the bushes and bobbed 
her head gracefully. 

“Thank you so much, Mr. Robin. I would not trouble 
you if I were not in great need. ” 

Then they all made their way to Christopher Robin’s 
house, where Christopher Robin ran a bath and helped 
Lottie to climb in. 
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“Colder, Mr. Robin,” she said. “I like it nice and cold; 
it keeps me alert.” 

She swam around for a while, tossing the sponge into 
the air and catching it, and curling herself into a tight 
ball and spinning around with grunts of satisfaction 
and delight. But when Christopher Robin offered her 
potted meat, Lottie said: “Eels and frogs are what otters 
eat, so that is what I si 
expect for my supper.” 

“I don’t think we have 
any eels or frogs, Lottie, 
but would sardines do?” 

“Are they Portuguese?” 

“I expect some of them are.” 

“Are they in olive oil or tomato sauce?” 

“Gosh!” said Christopher Robin who was not used to 
being quizzed like this, not even at school, and he went 
to the larder and came back with a tin. 

“In the best houses,” said Lottie, “they serve both 
kinds and have pilchards in the servants’ quarters!” 

Christopher Robin wrapped Lottie in a yellow towel 
and carried her into the sitting room. He brought 
her sardines in olive oil on a blue dish, and she 
ate them hungrily, chewing up the crunchy bits and 
commenting: “Not bad.” 
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“And now,” she said, “I shall play 
you a tune on my mouth organ.” 

She did it very prettily, so 
that the animals clapped and 
the bolder ones shouted, 

“Bravo, Lottie.” 

“Thank you. I believe I shall 
stay,” she told them, curtsying. 

~k 

And still it did not rain. Eeyore tried to lie down in 
his shadow, but no matter how he tried it was always 
too quick for him, and when that did not work he 
licked the dew off the blackberry brambles. 

“It’s not much fun,” he said, “especially when there 
are cobwebs on them, which there usually are in the 
mornings, but it’s better than nothing.” 

One day, when Christopher Robin turned on the 
taps to run Lottie’s bath, there was a sort of coughing 
noise and all that emerged from the pipe was a trickle 
of brownish water and a deep sigh. 

“Oh, la!” cried Lottie. “I’m not getting into that. 
I still have standards!” 

There was nothing for it but to call a Meeting. 
Owl drew up the Agenda, which read: 
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1. Minnits of the last meeting 

2. lak of water 

j. Any other bizness 



It was Owl who called the meeting to order. 

“Item one,” he said. “Minutes of the last meeting.” 

“There aren’t any,” said Christopher Robin, “because 
there wasn’t one. And even if there had been, there 
wouldn’t have been.” 

The animals murmured their approval. 

“Very well,” said Owl a bit grudgingly, “that’s passed. 
Item two.” 

“It seems to me,” said Rabbit, “that we need water 
and we don’t have any. Which means that we need to 
get some.” 

“And quickly!” Lottie added. 
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‘This is true,” admitted Owl. 
“But where will we get 
some from?” 

Eeyore raised a hoof. 
“If anyone’s interested 
in hearing what I have 
to say, which I don’t suppose they are, but I’ll say it 
anyway. . . . Where was I? Oh, yes, if people in this 
Forest thought a bit more, instead of just minuting all 
the time, they might remember that there used to be an 
old well near Galleon’s Lap. At least, I think there did.” 

“But is it still there?” asked Rabbit. “And can we find 
it and will there be water in it if it is and if we can?” 

“Possibly Not and Possibly Not and Possibly Not,” said 
Eeyore, “and three Possiblys add up to one Probably.” 

“Then we must go in search of it,” said Owl. 

They might not have found the old well had it not 
been for Lottie. As they approached the clump of ivy 
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and gorse which concealed the opening, she suddenly 
sat up, the hair on her back bristling, her head high, her 
ears laid back, her nose twitching. Very softly she said, 
“It is here. I can scent it. Water is to an otter as air is 
to a bird.” 

With that, the animals set about clearing away the 
smaller plants while Christopher Robin hacked at the 
big ones. Soon a hole in the ground appeared right in 
front of them. 

Around the hole, which Christopher Robin called a 
shaft, was a circle of rotten wood crawling with wood 
lice, an old rusted bucket on a ricketydooking chain, and 
an even rustier winch. 

Piglet stared nervously over the edge. “It goes down 
and down,” he said. 

“It seems to me,” said Christopher Robin sensibly, 
“that now we know that there’s a well here, we need 
to make sure that there’s water in it, and the way to do 
that is to throw something down and listen for a splash. 
Does anyone have a pebble?” 

“I have,” said Tigger, “but it’s a very 
special one that I was keeping for 
my Collection of Special and 
Interesting Stones.” 

“Tigger,” said Rabbit severely, 
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“what we have to consider here is the Greater Good of 
the Greater Number. Give me your pebble.” 

“Must I?” But even as Tigger asked, he knew what the 
answer would be. 

Then Rabbit took Tigger’s pebble and held it high 
above the shaft and called for silence and let it drop. 
The animals listened for what seemed like several 
minutes but was probably just a few seconds, and then 
unmistakably there could be heard a faint splosh. 

“Well,” said Christopher Robin, “that is very good 
news indeed.” 

“It is good news, I quite see that, Christopher Robin,” 
said Pooh, “but if the water is down there and we are 
up here . . .” 

“The answer is the bucket,” said Christopher Robin. 
“We let down the bucket, and it gets filled with water, 
and then we pull it up.” 

This suggestion met with general approval, and Pooh 
said, “What it is to have a Brain!” 

And Christopher Robin said, “Silly old Pooh!” and 
dropped the bucket down the well. They all watched as 
the chain unwound and the winch spun with a racket 
like a hundred saucepans being thrown onto a tin roof, 
until suddenly everything stopped. The bucket stopped 
and the winch stopped and the noise stopped. 
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‘'Machinery!” muttered Eeyore. “Modern inventions! 
Never as good as they’re cracked up to be.” 

“There must be a blockage,” said Christopher Robin. 
“The pebble missed it but the bucket didn’t. What we 
need is . . .” and then he stopped and glanced around 
the animals, and cleared his throat, and continued, 
“What we need is a Brave Volunteer to go down in the 
bucket to Clear the Obstruction and come back up with 


some water. 

There was a long silence in Galleon’s Lap, broken 
only by the wind in the pine trees and a distant 
buzzing of bees. 

“Of course it has to be somebody who is not only 
brave but small.” 

There was another long silence. When Piglet looked 
at the other animals, he noticed that they were all 
staring at him. 

“Oh dear,” he squeaked. “Why is everyone looking at 
me?” But he already knew why. “Oh dear,” he repeated, 
“oh dearie me.” 

So then he climbed into the 
bucket, and stood with his face 
just peeping over the edge. 

“I don’t much want 
to be here,” he said. 
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Eeyore took hold of the winch. 
“If you want me to pull you 
up, little Piglet, just shout 
‘Up!’ and if you want to go 
deeper — ” 

“Deeper?” squeaked Piglet. 
“ — just shout ‘Deeper!’” 
“Oh,” squeaked Piglet again. 
“Oh dearie, dearie me.” 
“Winch away!” cried Christopher 
Robin, and away Eeyore winched. The wood creaked 
and the chain rattled and ever so slowly the bucket 
vanished from sight. 




Piglet, peering over the top 
of the bucket, could see the 
faces of his friends growing 
smaller and smaller. He 
could not quite smother 
a squeak of alarm, which 
echoed around him. 
The rope swayed, and 
it grew ever darker, 
and Piglet clutched the 
edge of the bucket with 
all his might. 
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“What if the chain breaks?” he whispered to himself. 
“And what if the bucket falls to bits, and what if the 
blockage is a Woozle, or Several Woozles, and what if 
they forget that I’m down here and go home and have 
tea and toasted buns?” 

All around him came ghostly echoes whispering 
“toasted buns, toasted buns,” and Piglet kept trying 
to think of a hum to cheer himself up, but he couldn’t. 

Then suddenly the bucket stopped. 

Piglet could just make out the blockage. It was a holly 
branch that was jammed in the wall. 

Piglet grabbed hold of it, and shook it as hard as he 
dared. It fell right away, and there was a splash, and 
the bucket went down very fast after the tree branch — 
until there was another splash, and Piglet found himself 
bobbing around on an ocean of dark, glittering water. 
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Now he knew what had to be done. 

1. He tilted the bucket and pushed it under the 
water until it was half full and he was three- 
quarters wet. Then, 

2. He stood on the rim of the bucket and held 
very tight onto the chain. And then, 

3. He shouted at the very top of his little voice, 
“Up! Up! Up, Eeyore, UP!" 

He heard his voice echoing all around. After a while, 
the bucket began to rise and Piglet, balancing carefully 
on the rim and clutching the chain, went with it. 
The circle of light at the top of the shaft grew larger 
and lighter, and there were all the faces of his friends 
smiling down. Soon he could feel the sun on his face 
and see good old Eeyore turning the winch. He could 
hear the cheers and hoorays ringing 
out, and they were all for 
for Piglet. 

He said in his proudest 
voice to all his friends: 

“It was nothing," but 
in his heart he knew 
that it was not nothing 
but Something Very 
Indeed. 
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For the next few days, while the Friends and Relations 
dug a ditch running downhill from the well to Eeyore’s 
Gloomy Place, enough water was collected to run down 
the ditch and fill Eeyore’s tin trunk to the brim. There 
Lottie made her home, which she called Fortitude Hall. 

A new game became popular in the Forest. It was 
called Doing the Ditch, and, when the rains came, which 
in due course they did, as they always will, the nimbler 
animals would run up to Galleon’s Lap and throw 
themselves into the ditch and be washed all the way 
down the hill to Eeyore’s Place. Lottie was the quickest 
at it because her skin was the sleekest, and she would 
add little twists and turns along the way. 

“Oh, la la!” she would cry as she landed in a heap at 
the bottom. And then she would play a twiddly bit on 
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her mouth organ because 
she was having such fun. 

Late one evening, a few 
days after this big adven- 
ture, when Piglet was 
thinking of going to bed, 
and thinking how nice it 
would be if he were already 
in bed, and what a bore it 
was that he wasn’t already 
in bed, and how he liked 
his yellow pajamas much 
better than his green ones, 
there was a knock on the 
door. It was Pooh. 

“Sorry to come home so 
late, Piglet, but it takes 
time, you know.” 

“What does, Pooh?” 

“Hums does. You think 
one is coming and it really 
wants to come only it 
suddenly decides that it 
won’t come until later, 
and maybe not even then. 
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Like sneezing. And then, Piglet, it comes all of a sudden 
and you have to be ready for it with a piece of paper.” 

“The sneeze?” 

“The hum.” 

“Oh, Pooh!” cried Piglet. “Is it a very long one?” 

“Longer than most and almost as long as some,” 
said Pooh. 

Then Piglet got into his best listening position, 
which he did by burrowing down in the cushion that 
lay on the chair with the lilac upholstery. He felt himself 
getting rather red in the face, especially when Pooh 
cleared his throat and began. 
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Oh, it wouldn’t rain and it wouldn’t snow 
And the sun shone all day long — ho! 

At this point, Pooh broke off. 

“You must join in with the ‘hoY when you get to 
know when they are coming, Piglet,” he said. 

“I will, Pooh. Ho! Is that right?” 

“It’s just right,” said Pooh, and he went on: 

Oh, it wouldn’t rain and it wouldn’t snow 
And the sun shone all day long — ho! 

And there wasn’t a cloud in the whole of the sky 
And the river ran wet until it ran dry 
And all of the animals standing by 
Cried ho, ho, ho! 

said Piglet, and smiled happily. 

Oh, it wouldn’t rain and it wouldn’t snow 
And the sun shone all day long — ho! 

Then out of the river there came a — what? 

A thing called — what was it called? — an ott 
Whose name was Lottie, unless it was not 
With a ho, ho, diddle-dum, ho! 

said Piglet, but this time he sounded a little 

worried. 




“Ho!” 


“Ho!” 
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'Ho, 


Oh, it didn’t rain and it wouldn’t snow 
And the sun shone all day long — ho! 

Then Eeyore remembered there once was a well 
But where it had been he could no longer tell 
But Lottie could smell it — a watery smell, 
With a diddle-dum, diddle-dum, ho! 

said Piglet in a rather quiet voice. 




Oh, it hasn’t rained and it hasn’t snowed 
And the sun shines all day long — ho! 

But there’s water now in our friendly wood, 
Which when it is hot feels extremely good, 
And if you don’t join in this song you should! 
With a ho, ho, diddle-dum, ho, 

With a ho, ho, ho, ho . . . 


"Ho,” whispered Piglet in the tiniest voice yet. 

"What’s wrong, Piglet?” asked Pooh anxiously. 
"Don’t you like my new hum?” 

"Yes, Pooh,” said Piglet, "I do rather like it. And all 
the ho, ho, hos and everything. But . . . but . . .” 

"Anyway, Piglet, I must go to bed now that you’ve 
heard the hum, and I was so pleased that you were 
the first to hear it. Tomorrow we’ll go and hum it 
to the others,” said Pooh, and he went off happily 
to bed. 
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But long after Pooh was asleep, Piglet lay awake 
thinking about hums, and why this one had seemed a 
little ... a little . . . 

“I mean the arrival of an otter in the Forest,” (he said 
to himself with a frown of concentration), “is certainly 
a big thing. And finding water when you need it is a 
very big thing. And nobody in the world heard 
Pooh’s hum before I did, and tomorrow we’re going 
to hum it to the others together, and that’s something 
too, so if the hum was a little . . . not quite . . . well, 
it doesn’t really matter. Maybe tomorrow there will 
be another adventure with me in it, and Pooh will 
write another hum about it, and then I shan’t feel quite 
so . . . quite so ... ” 



But before he knew exactly what he might not 
feel quite so-ish about, he had fallen asleep and was 
dreaming about a tame Heffalump 
and a friendly Thesaurus, 
and snoring a few very 
quiet snores, although 
of course there was 
nobody there to 
hear him, so you 
and I are the only 
ones to know. 
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O NE MORNING WHEN Wmme'the-Pooh was 
Doing Nothing Very Much, but doing it rather 
well, he thought he would call on his old friend 
Christopher Robin and see whether he was doing 
anything. If not, perhaps they could do nothing to- 
gether, because there are few things nicer than doing 
nothing with a friend. 

“Are you busy?” inquired Pooh. 

“As busy as a bee,” said Christopher 
Robin, “which is not really very 
busy at all since all bees 
seem to do is buzz.” 

“And make honey, 
don’t forget that. 

And speaking of 
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“My goodness, it’s nearly time for elevenses,” said 
Christopher Robin as Pooh sat down. “Would you care 
for some toast and marmalade?” 

“I do believe I would,” said Pooh gravely. “I don’t 
suppose you could see your way . . .” 

“’Fraid not,” said Christopher Robin, “right out of 
honey. But there’s some condensed milk.” 

So they both had a slice of toast and marmalade, cut 
into strips which Christopher Robin called “soldiers.” 

then, while they ate, Pooh asked a 
difficult question. 

“I have been thinking about 
honey,” he said, “and how we 
get it from the bees. Do you 
think they mind us taking it?” 

“They probably want us to,” said Christopher Robin, 
“otherwise they’d run out of room. Like cows and 
milk.” 

Pooh said: “I think we ought to say thank you 
to them.” 

“That’s an excellent idea. Shall we go now? There’s 
No Time Like the Present.” 

Pooh wrinkled his brow. “But we don’t have a present, 
do we? I wonder what the bees would like.” 

Christopher Robin thought for a while, then decided 
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to take them a model airplane, “Because they must 
be interested in flying.” Also a yo-yo because he had 
two, and a tin model of a farmhouse complete with 
climbing roses. 

“If I were a bee,” said Pooh, “I would like best 
something beginning with B, but the only thing I 
can think of beginning with B is ‘bee,’ and they’ve got 
plenty of those already.” 

“How about bread and butter?” suggested Chris- 
topher Robin. 

So it was agreed that along with 
the airplane and the yo-yo and 
the farmhouse, they would take 
bread and butter wrapped up in 
greaseproof paper. But when they 
reached the hollow oak in which the 
bees had taken up residence — oh, 
many years ago, long before the days 
of Pooh and Christopher Robin — Pooh looked at the 
oak and then at Christopher Robin and then back at 
the oak. 

“Do you see what I don’t see, Christopher Robin?” 

“Yes, Pooh. Or no, as the case may be.” 

There were no bees in the hollow oak. Christopher 
Robin and Pooh walked around the tree several times 
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and into it and out of it again. There was nothing except 
a few wood lice. 

“Let’s look on the bright side,” said Christopher 
Robin. 

“Is there a bright side?” 

“Of course there is, Pooh. Here we are with several 
slices of bread and butter and nobody to eat them.” 

“Well, there is somebody to eat them,” said Pooh, 
“and that is certainly a bright side, but, on the dark side, 
if there are no bees . . .” 



T^eturn to the Hundred cTcre Wood 


U I was thinking of that 
myself, Pooh.” 

“Oh dear,” said Pooh. 
“Cheer up, Pooh.” 
Christopher Robin handed 
him a piece of bread and 
butter. “We will organize a 
Search Party.” 

“I don’t think I am feeling 
very well,” said Pooh, passing 
the bread and butter back to Christopher Robin. “I 
shall go home and count my pots of honey.” 

But when he reached home, another shock awaited 
him. There were only three pots in the cupboard. And 
it didn’t take him long to count to three. When he 
looked more closely it appeared that one of them was 
empty. There was nothing for it but to compose a sad 
hum. It went like this: 




Piglet had a hay corn, 

A nice, big round one. 
Eeyore had a thistle, 
Which was juicy and green. 

Rabbit had a carrot 
(He went out and found one.) 
Which was all very well for him 
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Pooh looked everywhere, 

The bedroom, the kitchen, 

Even in the corners of the garden shed, 
But there wasn’t any honey, 

Not a spoonful, not a smidgeon. 

“I should have stayed in bed,” 

Said Pooh, 

“With blankets on my head.” 





So, Piglet, enjoy 
Your fine, round hay corn, 
Eeyore, your thistle 
So juicy and green, 

And Rabbit eat your carrot 
And I hope that you enjoy it 
While Pooh grows sad and lean. 
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For there isn’t any honey, 

In the pot or in the larder, 

And I even had a look in the gloomy shed. 
No, there isn’t any honey, 

And it isn’t very funny. 

“I should have stayed in bed,” 

Said Pooh, 1 

“And just dreamt of honey instead.” 


But this hum depressed Pooh even more. Fie tried 
to imagine a world without honey and how difficult it 
would be to get out of bed in the morning knowing that 
the shelf would be empty. And how difficult it would 
be to go to sleep at night knowing that when he got 
up again things would be just the same! Fie could only 
think of one way to cheer himself up. Very slowly he 
put a paw on the second-todast pot of honey, and very 
slowly he drew it to him. 

i? ~k 

Meanwhile, Christopher Robin had set off on a tour of 
the Forest to ask if anyone had seen the bees. He started 
in the boggy place that was home to Eeyore. 

“Lost your way, Christopher Robin?” 

“No, Eeyore, I came to see you.” 
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“That’s very kind of you. Of course, I do have other 
visitors from time to time. A week ago last Thursday 
there was this hedgehog, but hedgehogs, well, they’ve 
not got much small talk. One does one’s best. ‘How are 
the prickles?’ I ask. ‘Much the same,’ they say, and then 
the conversation dries up.” 



“I came to ask you something. Eeyore, have you seen 
any bees? They’ve gone missing.” 

“Oh, they have, have they? Well, they haven’t come 
here. They’ve swarmed, I expect. That’s what bees do. 
The grass is always greener on the other side of the 
Forest. Would have swarmed myself years ago, but it’s 
not the sort of thing one can do on one’s own.” 
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“Oh, Eeyore, thank you. You’ve been such a help.” 

“Really?” asked Eeyore to Christopher Robin’s 
retreating back. “You’re not just saying that? Glad to 
have been of service, if I was. And if not, think nothing 
of it. Come again in a year or two.” 



86 


Pooh Goes in Search of Honey 


“Owl,” said Christopher Robin a short time later, 
“we’re looking for the bees.” 

“They’ll be in the hollow oak,” said Owl. 

“We thought so too, but they really aren’t, and Eeyore 
thinks they may have swarmed to somewhere else. 
Owl, I was wondering, if you were to fly over the Forest 
you might spot them, then hoot for us to come over.” 

“Indeed,” conceded Owl. He really wanted to say 
something else, only Christopher Robin seemed to have 
covered it all already. 




Pausing only to exercise his wings with a few loosen' 
mg flaps, off Owl went. He flew east into the sun, which 
made him blink, south to where he could see his shadow 
flying beneath him on the chalky slopes of the downs, 
west to Where the Woozle Wasn’t (and where the bees 
weren’t either), and then back north to where he had 
started from. Everywhere there were trees and rolling 
grass and little insects — none of which were bees. 
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He was considering Giving Up and going home to 
a mug of cocoa and a digestive biscuit when he saw 
what at first he took to be a bundle of bracken in a bush, 
or maybe a pile of old leaves rolled along by the wind 
into a place from which they could roll no farther. 

Owl thought to himself: “Maybe,” and then, “It might 
be!” and then, “It is!” He hooted his loudest hoot and 
Christopher Robin, hearing him, climbed onto his 

bicycle and tinkled the 
bell. Pooh balanced 
himself in the bicycle 
basket and directed 
Christopher Robin 
all the way to where 
Owl was hovering 
on a friendly current 
of air. Sure enough, 
in a bramble bush 
right underneath Owl 
was what might have 
been a bundle of bracken or a pile of old leaves, but was 
neither of those things. Pooh’s eyes opened very wide. 

“Bees,” he cried. “Thousands and thousands of them.” 

“Oh, Pooh!” said Christopher Robin, one foot on the 
ground to steady the bicycle. “Aren’t they grand?” 
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“Should I ask them to come home?” asked Pooh. 

“You could try.” 

“Bees!” cried Pooh. The bees buzzed a little louder. 

“BEES!” 

The buzzing of the bees grew not just louder but 
angrier and one of them landed on Pooh’s nose. 

“I don’t think this is working, Pooh. We shall have to 
think of something else,” said Christopher Robin. 

“I can only think of honey,” said Pooh sadly, 
“and having none.” He blew the bee off his nose. 

They moved away from the swarm, and then stopped 
to think. 

“Perhaps they don’t like 
our voices,” suggested 
Christopher Robin. 

“I can’t help being 
growly,” said Pooh. “I’m 
a Bear.” 

“We could play 
them some music,” 
said Christopher Robin. 

“‘The Homecoming Waltz,’ perhaps. I’ll go and get 
the gramophone.” 

But the bees ignored “The Homecoming Waltz”; and 
when Christopher Robin played “God Save the King” 
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the buzzing became Very Fierce indeed, and Pooh said: 
“Maybe it should be ‘God Save the Queen?”’ but they 
didn’t have that. 

Then, when Christopher Robin put on “You Are 
My Honeysuckle, I Am the Bee,” the buzzing got so 
ferocious that Pooh took the needle off the record in 
such a hurry that it made a big scratch. 

“Bother!” said Pooh. “If they don’t like conversation 
and they don’t like music, and if they keep getting angry 
all the time, what are we to do?” 

“We must hold a Crisis Meeting,” said Christopher 
Robin. “I’ll summon the others.” 

So Christopher Robin rode off on his bicycle, while 
Pooh returned home to do an Emergency Check on 
his pantry. To his dismay, there were only two pots of 
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honey left on the shelf, and one of them was nearly 
empty. He put them on the table, and he counted them 
this way and that, but it was not much fun counting to 
two (or one and a quarter), whichever way you did it. 
So he put his finger into one of them and took it out 
and sucked it. He thought he had never tasted anything 
so delicious in all his life. 

The Crisis Meeting was held the next morning in a 
clearing in the Forest. Pooh explained that the bees had 
left the hollow oak; Owl described where they had ended 
up, and Christopher Robin suggested that they needed 
to be Enticed Back. Then there was silence, except for a 
chomping sound. Lottie, who was seated on the edge of 
the circle, was making daisy chains, biting through the 
stalks with her sharp little teeth. 

“The thing about bees,” she said, when she noticed 
everyone was looking, “is that they like flowers. And 
they do what their Queen tells them to, so you need to 
get her on your side. You can tell which one the Queen 
Bee is because she makes 
a sort of humming noise. 

“Lottie, you are a 
remarkable rodent!” said 
Christopher Robin. “Do 
you have a plan?” 
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“Otters are not rodents but mustdids actually,” said 
Lottie. “But, yes, I am remarkable, and I do have a plan.” 

Then she told them that bees like not only flowers but 
shiny, glittery things in general, so colourful decorations 
might entice them back. Everyone was asked to search 
their houses and the Forest for anything suitable with 
which to decorate the hollow oak. 

Oh, how they toiled! 
Eeyore trotted to the 
very edge of the 
Forest, with Piglet 
on his back cling" 
ing tightly to his 
mane, and they 
returned with 
masses of bluebells and clover. Rabbit summoned 
as many Friends and Relations as could be brought 
together at short notice and instructed them to come 
back with anything that was glittery. Rabbit himself 
contributed a canteen of cutlery which he had been 
polishing and keeping for a special occasion. Kanga had 
taken on the job of arranging things, hanging spoons 
and forks around the entrance to the hollow part of the 
tree. Fottie slunk along dragging a diamond tiara. 

“It’s not real, of course,” she explained to anyone who 
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would listen (and some who would not) , “but it comes 
from a very good house.” 

Roo and Tigger found a box of marbles which they 
put into nets, and these too were attached to the tree 
branches like exotic fruit. Christopher Robin tied the 
model airplane to a twig as high up as he could reach. 



By the time the sun had fallen behind the Six Pine 
Trees the work was finished, and everyone stood back 
staring in wonder at a tree unlike any that had ever been 
seen in that Forest or any other. On every twig within 
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reach were wreaths of flowers, and from every branch 
hung tinkly, glittery things which twisted and turned in 
the breeze and reflected the crimson sky. 

Piglet sighed. “That is beautiful.” 

“Yes,” said Pooh, “but will the bees 
think so?” 

There was nothing for it but to 
wait until the morning. 

~k 'k 

Pooh had a dream that night. He was in a cage, and 
beyond the bars of the cage was a honey tree. It was 
covered in buds, and from each bud there dripped 
down a rich, heavy dollop of — oh, my! But whenever 
he tried to stretch his paws through the bars they were 
immediately grasped by brambles. 




94 


Pooh Goes in Search of Honey 


Suddenly he woke up. Through the window he could 
just see to the east a lightening of the sky, all lemon 
and pink. 

Would the bees be back? Would there be honey? 

Pooh’s stomach rumbled sadly, but he ignored it and 
climbed out of bed. 

It was so cold at dawn in the Hundred Acre Wood 
that Pooh could see his breath making smoke signals in 
the air. He listened hard and could just hear the tinkly, 
glittery sounds of all the things that were hanging from 
the tree. He rounded the corner, and there in front of 
him stood the hollow oak. 

But no bees. 

“Oh . . . bother,” said Pooh, though bother was not 
quite what he meant. “Oh, double bother!” he added. 
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He felt as if he should very probably compose a hum; 
only it was as if the bees had taken all the hums with 
them. There were no hums left in the world, and no 
honey and no smackerels of anything, and only empty 
tummies . . . and while there might be a rhyme or two in 
all that, Pooh didn’t have the heart for it. 

“Please come back and make some honey,” he said to 
any bees who might be listening. But, of course, no bee 
could hear him. 

Pooh sat on the ground and stared at the empty, 
glittering tree. He stared until the sun was high in the 
sky, and the other animals came to find out if Lottie’s 
plan had worked. 

When they saw how things were, they began to 
remove the decorations from the tree. They took away 
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the airplane, and the marbles, and the baubles, and the 
spoons and the forks, and the tiara that had glittered so 
beautifully, although it was only paste. 

When they were finished, Christopher Robin said to 
Pooh, “Don’t worry, we’ll think of an idea,” and he led 
everyone away. 

Pooh didn’t go with them, but stood quietly wishing 
that he was not a Bear of Little Brain and that he could 
think of an idea himself. 

Pooh decided to go back to the bramble bush and 
check that the swarm was still there, which it was. Then 
it occurred to him that if he stood on a nearby branch, 
he might be able to hear the humming noise that Lottie 
had said the Queen made. Perhaps if a Honeyless Bear 
bowed very low and asked her very nicely, a Queen 
might take pity on him. 

Still all Pooh could hear was the rustle of leaves. 
Maybe if he edged a little farther so that his ears were 
really close to the bees, then . . . 
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There was a loud crack as the branch on which he was 
standing gave way. Pooh landed faceTirst, right in the 
middle of the swarm — and in the brambles. 

Then for the first time he heard the humming noise, 
and he thought to himself that it must be the Queen, but 
no sooner had he thought this than he felt a sharp pain 
on the end of his nose. It might have been a sting and it 
might have been a bramble, but he found that he didn’t 
care which just so long as there weren’t any more. 



So he picked himself up and ran away as quickly as he 
could, and the bees flew after him just as fast. 

Then, as he ran from the bees thinking about very 
little except that he was running and a swarm of angry 
bees was behind him, Pooh found that he had an idea. 
And it was not just an everyday idea, but one of the very 
best ideas he had ever had. Instead of running back to his 
own house, or Christopher Robin’s house, or anywhere 
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else at all, he went straight back to the hollow tree. 

When he got there, he pretended to hide inside. 
Sounding crosser than ever, the bees followed him in. 

But Winnie-the-Pooh was not there. He had sneaked 
out by the back way and sat on a little hillock about 
a hundred yards away, to see whether the bees would 
follow him out. 

He watched and he watched, but although all the bees 
had flown into the tree not a single one flew out. And 
when he had satisfied himself that the bees were back to 
stay, he forgot about how sore and swollen his nose was 
and how cold it was when you had had no breakfast and 
had forgotten your scarf, and he began to think about 
his bed, which would be nice and warm. Better still, he 
thought of his one remaining pot of honey, which had 
still not been opened. 

But it soon would be. 
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in which Owl becomes an author, 
and then unbecomes one 

I T WAS A WINDY, breezy sort of morning, with 
the clouds scurrying across the sky as if there was 
a reward waiting for them at the horizon, and the 
tops of the trees bending excitedly this way and that. 
Things, it seemed, were On the Move. 

Outside Owl’s house (which was really Piglet’s house 
because Owl’s house had blown down and — well, you 
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remember), Tigger and Roo 
were playing a new game 
which each claimed to 


have invented. It was 
called Falling Leaves. 
You grabbed a handful 
of leaves and threw 
them into the air 
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and had to make sure that you were 
not there when they came down again. 

If a leaf landed on you or even touched 
your arm you had to do a forfeit, 
and any game with forfeits is sure 
to be exciting. 

Tigger was standing on his head and singing “Twinkle 
Twinkle Little Star” backwards as a forfeit for getting a 
leaf caught in his whiskers, when Owl came swooping 
down out of an upstairs window. He hooted angrily, pulled 
Tigger’s tail so that he fell over, and boxed Roo’s ears. 

“He did it really hard,” complained Roo as Owl 
flew back to his house. 

“He wouldn’t like it if I pulled his tail,” said Tigger. 
“What’s got into him? He’s even grumpier than usual.” 

“Don’t know,” said Roo. “Race you to the Six 
Pine Trees!” 

Owl was busy. If you were to 
knock on his door and wait for a 
while you might be lucky or, more 
likely, not. If Owl did come to the 
door and you were to ask him, 
“What are you up to these days?” 
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he would look mysterious and say, “Mind your own 
business,” or “You wouldn’t understand,” or “Don’t 
want any today, thank you very much.” 

The animals and Christopher Robin discussed what 
Owl might be up to. Rabbit thought it must be 
something big. 

“Perhaps he’s spring cleaning,” suggested Kanga. 

“You don’t think the Thesaurus has got him, do 
you?” Piglet said anxiously. 

“Well, let’s find out,” said Christopher Robin. 

So they went to Owl’s house and Christopher Robin 
tugged the belbpull eight times until it came away in 
his hand and then banged on the door with the sole 
of his shoe. 
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“Owl,” he shouted through the door, “we are going 
to have a picnic. Do you want to come along?” 

“No!” said a cross voice from within. 

“How about a row up the river to say hallo to 
the swans?” 

“Don’t like swans. Noisy, vulgar things.” 

Then, when Christopher Robin shouted, “Open the 
door, Owl, I’ve got a present for 
you” (which wasn’t really 
true but is a good way of 
getting people to open 
doors when they don’t 
want to), Owl replied: 

“Not interested. Busy.” 

It was Piglet who uncovered the mystery. He scrambled 
around to the back of Owl’s house and peered through a 
gap in the curtains, and there was Owl sucking the end 
of his quill pen. 

“He looked as if he was writing a book,” said Piglet, 
“but I didn’t actually see him write anything.” 

“We must get him out of the house,” said Rabbit. 
“It can’t be healthy, cooped up like that. We could try 
smoking him out.” 

“We could starve him out,” said Piglet, and then he 
added, “just a little.” 
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“Perhaps we could deliver a large wooden horse to 
him,” said Christopher Robin, “and have somebody 
hiding inside . . . no, that wouldn’t work.” 

“I’ve got it. We will burrow under his house,” said 
Rabbit, “and get in that way.” 

So Rabbit, aided by Friends and Relations, burrowed 
under Owl’s house and made an opening just big 
enough for Lottie to wriggle through. 
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She waited until she heard Owl going into the pantry, 
and then came up underneath the rug in his study. 

There was nothing particularly odd in the room, 
except a big pile of papers on Owl’s desk. Lottie took 
the top sheet between her teeth and pulled it out 
through the burrow to show to the others. 

“It’s got writing on it,” said Rabbit, in case they 
hadn’t noticed. 

Christopher Robin looked at the sheet of paper. 
This is what it said: 

UNCUL ROBERT 
A LEJEND IN HIS LIFETIME 
BY WOL 
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“Ooh, show it to me, show it to me!” cried Piglet, who 
never liked to be left out of things, except, sometimes, 
buckets that were going down wells. 

“What Owl is writing,” said Christopher Robin, “is 
the story of his Uncle Robert.” 

“That’s still no reason to pull my tail,” said Tigger. 

“Or box my ears,” Roo added, “which isn’t funny.” 

'k 

The very next day Christopher Robin met Owl, who 
was cutting back the branches that were growing over 
his window. 

“Hallo, Owl,” said Christopher Robin. “You’re writing 
a book?” 

“Oh, so you know,” said Owl. “It’s a monograph.” 

“I’m not sure what that is, Owl.” 
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“It’s the story of my late Uncle Robert, who lived 
in Pretoria.” 

“Was he always late?” asked Christopher Robin. 
“Even for dinner?” 

“You will have to read the book when it’s published,” 
said Owl loftily, “and now if you’ll excuse me — ” 
And he disappeared into his house. 

The following morning, Christopher Robin and 
Pooh were at Christopher Robin’s house having their 
elevenses: squashedTy biscuits for Christopher Robin 
and condensed milk for Pooh. They had just started 
to listen to some music on the gramophone, and Pooh 
was wondering where the musicians were, and how 
they knew to start playing when you put the needle on 
the record, when Rabbit came in noisily. 

“We’re going to have to do something about Owl,” 
he said. 
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“Are we?” asked Christopher Robin. 


Owl is not the Owl he was.” 
“Biscuits don’t take long,” 


“Have a biscuit, Rabbit.” 

“There’s no time for biscuits. 



Pooh commented. “Unless you -=^=~ ■ 
get crumbs in your bed.” 

“I expect he’ll get over it,” said Christopher Robin, 
putting on a new record. 

“No, no, no,” said Rabbit, impatiently. 

Then suddenly he had an idea, and knew that it was 
one of the finest ideas the Forest had ever known. 

“May I borrow your gramophone, Christopher 
Robin?” he asked. 



“Of course,” said Christopher 
Robin. 


“Thank you,” said Rabbit, 
then he looked severely at 
Pooh. “Everyone will assemble 


luncheon, and I will explain 
my plan.” 


outside my house after 
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That evening, Owl settled down to write Chapter i: 
Wer and Wen Uncul Robert was Bron. It was a chapter he 
had started to write a good many times, and he had just 
written Uncul Robert was bron one more time when he 
thought he deserved a break, so he got up to fetch himself 
a glass of fizzy lemonade and stretch his wings a bit. 

However, as he passed the living room window he saw 
outside it a placard. There was writing on the placard, 
and the writing said: 

I DONT WANT YOU TO RITE MY STORY 
(SIGNED) UNCUL ROBERT 

“Ah, phooey!” said Owl. And then he shouted: “You 
out there! I know who you are and I shall come out and 
box your ears.” 
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But he did not leave his house nor box any more ears, 
but went rather thoughtfully to fetch the lemonade. 
While he was out of the room, something slinky 
and slithery crept from underneath the rug and a 
little later slinked and slithered back again, just before 
Owl returned. 





Having flapped his wings a few times, Owl resumed 
his writing position, but there on top of page one was a 
large sign. It read: 


I MENE IT!!! 

“Oh, really,” said Owl, “this is too much.” He lifted 
up his quill and sucked on the end of it, but before he 
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could write another word a ghostly voice, unlike any 
voice that Owl had ever heard before, echoed from 
the chimney. 

“Owl,” it said. “Nephew Owl, I do not want you to 
write this book.” 

“Who is that and where are you?” Owl asked 
nervously. 

“It is your late Uncle Robert from Beyond the 
Grave.” 

“I don’t believe you,” said Owl, but his voice trembled 
a little as he said it. 

“You’d better,” said the Voice, “or you will regret it.” 

At that moment there was a loud rumble of 
thunder, or possibly it was a sheet of corrugated 
iron being shaken. 

“If you really are my Uncle Robert,” said Owl, 
and he had to clear his throat several times before he 
spoke, “prove it. Tell me what you did every night 
before you went to bed.” 

At this there was quite a lengthy pause before the 
Voice said (in a rather hesitant and unconvincing way), 
“I said my prayers.” 

“No, you didn’t,” said Owl. “You drank a whiskey.” 

“I drank a whiskey and then I said my prayers,” said 
the Voice. 


hi 
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Owl considered this, but before 
he could think of a suitable answer 
the Voice added, now sounding 
quite like Rabbit: “If you continue 
writing this book, you will wish 
you bad not.” 

“Stuff and nonsense!” said Owl, 
very rudely, and sat back down at 
his desk. 

But just then a loud blast of music resounded from 
the chimney. It was the National Anthem, so Owl 
had to stand at attention until it was over. And the 
music played and the thunder rumbled and outside 
the window a paw held up a placard reading DONTH! 
and the Voice from the chimney said “BE WARNED! 
BE WARNED!” and several small animals covered 
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in sheets came out from under the rug crying “WHOO 
WHOO!” and pretending to be ghosts. 

Then Owl thought that he had had quite enough 
and flew out of the upstairs window into the branches 
of another tree. He sat there in the dark for quite a long 
time, until finally the noises stopped. 

A twig snapped loudly. 

“Bother,” said someone. 

“Go away, if you are there!” shouted Owl. “And if 
you aren’t, you can still go away!” 

Once more there was silence, until Owl concluded 
that it was silly to be sitting in a tree and shouting at 
the darkness, so he flew back indoors. But the funny 
thing was that when at last Owl went to bed (after 
saying his prayers, which he never usually did), he lay 
awake thinking. 


His head was 
buzzing with a 
jumble of placards 
and patriotic music 
and things in 
sheets and thunder 
and a suspicion that 
he might have be- 
haved rather foolishly 
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And the more he thought he should stop writing his 
book just to be on the safe side, the more he thought he 
shouldn’t stop writing it, because that would be Giving In. 

“Shan’t!” he said very loudly to the darkness, and then 
he fell asleep. 

Meanwhile, in another part of the wood, the others 
were saying good night to one another. Tigger returned 
the corrugated iron to the roof of Kanga’s shed, and the 
Friends and Relations folded up their sheets and gave 
them back to Rabbit. Everyone was starting to wonder if 
they had done the right thing, and whether Christopher 
Robin would quite like it when he heard. After all, did it 
matter whether Owl wrote a book or not? 




Piglet said, “I think it was quite clever of him to write 
as much as he did.” 
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“But he shouldn’t have boxed my ears,” Roo insisted. 
“Or pulled my tail,” agreed Tigger. 

“I expect he knows that now,” said Piglet. 

“I don’t suppose he will do it again,” said Pooh. 
“Quite so,” said Rabbit. “Quite, quite so.” 

~k -Jc 'k 


And indeed, Owl seemed to have got over his fright 
very well. 

For a few days afterwards, if people came up to him 
and asked him how he was getting on with his book he 
would say defiantly: u Very well. I’ve got to the bit when 
he takes up fire-walking.” Or “I’m just working on his 
days in the animal hospital.” Or “He’s at the Siege of 
Mafeking this week.” 

But in time, people stopped 
asking. Roo and Tigger 
resumed their games of 
Falling Leaves outside 
Owl’s house and nobody 
boxed their ears or 
pulled their tails, which 
they were pleased about 
even though it made the 
game less exciting. 
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Then one day, Rabbit decided 
to visit Owl, and to 
take some old letters 
that Uncle Robert had 
sent to Grandad Buck, 
because goodness knows 
Rabbit didn’t need them cluttering up the place. 

“I thought these might be useful for your writing,” 
said Rabbit, when a glaring Owl met him at the door. 
“Going well, is it?” 

“Write? Me?” snapped Owl. “You must be muddling 
me up with someone else. Now, I am extremely busy, 
so if — ” he paused and blinked. “How fascinating!” 
he cried, snatching an envelope from Rabbit. 

“Is that a Twopenny Blue? An extremely rare stamp,” 
continued Owl, bustling over to his desk, where a large 
album was surrounded by piles of old envelopes. “Do 
take a seat, and if you promise to pay attention I will 
show you my collection.” 

Rabbit sighed and sat down, glancing longingly at 
the door. Owl began to tell Rabbit all about his stamp 
collection and all the different countries the stamps 
came from. He went on telling him about it for 
hours and hours, until Rabbit had had enough and 
remembered an urgent appointment. 
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And that was the first of many such days that 
summer when Rabbit tried to stay awake and look 
interested while Owl went on about his stamps, 
until eventually Rabbit would suddenly remember 
something very important he had to do. 

But even Owl’s enthusiasm for his stamps declined 
in time and in later years, when the woodworm had 
gnawed halfway through the leg of Owl’s bed, the stamp 
album served splendidly as a prop. 

And one cold night, when Owl needed something 
to block a draft, the unfinished book came in very 
useful too. 
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(Chapter §even 

in which Lottie starts an Academy, 
and everybody learns something 


D ID YOU MISS US when you were away at school?” 

Pooh asked Christopher Robin one August 
morning when the Hundred Acre Wood was at its 
best. 

“I did,” said Christopher Robin, “but then something 
would happen and I would forget. It’s noisy at school. 
Everyone shouts.” 

“It’s very noisy in the Forest too,” said Pooh. 

“Yes, but here the noises come one at a time, and at 
school they all come together.” 

Pooh seemed to be a little disappointed with Chris' 
topher Robin’s answer. 

“If you don’t miss us, nobody will.” 

“Silly old Bear,” said Christopher Robin. “I might not 
have missed you all the time, but I never forgot you.” 
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Pooh nodded slowly. Then he brightened, and 
suggested: “Maybe we should have a school here, and 
you could be the headmaster.” 

“What a good idea,” said Christopher Robin. 
“Only I’m not old enough to be a headmaster, and I 
haven’t got a gown.” Then he thought for a moment, 
and added, “But I wonder . . .” 

Meanwhile, over in the place that had been boggy 
before it turned dry and crusty, Lottie was swimming 
around in her old tin trunk, Fortitude Hall, and 
explaining to Eeyore what was wrong with the Forest. 

“Perhaps, since you have been here such a very long 
time, Eeyore, you don’t notice things as clearly as I do. 
But it seems to me that the behaviour of some of the 
animals is Quite Uncouth.” 
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“Especially the stripy ones,” agreed Eeyore. 

“Exactly. Stripes or spots, fur or feathers, what they 
need is a little discipline. So I have a Proposition to put 
to you.” 

“Well, let me get comfortable first,” said Eeyore, 
scratching that place behind his right ear where a 
scratch was always welcome. 

At exactly this moment, Christopher Robin and Pooh 
came into view. 

Christopher Robin was riding his bicycle, and Pooh 
was perched on the crossbar. At least, some of the 
time he was. Christopher Robin 
could not see the grass in 
front of him, because Pooh 
was in the way. So every 
time they went over a 
tussock, the bear was bumped 
into the air and tumbled 
on to the ground. 
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“I’m not sure that bicycles were 
meant for bears, or bears for bicycles,” 
said Pooh, getting down carefully as 
Christopher Robin stopped beside Lottie’s trunk. Pooh 
rubbed that part of him which was meant for landing on, 
but which had been landed on rather too much. 

Christopher Robin gave him a consoling pat. 

“Why don’t you tell them about 
our proposal,” he suggested. 

“We have a proposal too!” said 
Lottie. “Shall we go first?” 

“I think we should go at the 
same time,” said Christopher 
Robin. “One, two, three — ” 
“What the Forest needs is a 
school,” said Lottie, and at the same time Pooh said: 
“We were thinking of a school in the Forest.” 

“How strange,” said Eeyore. “There seems to be 
a sort of echo around here.” 

The four of them went and sat in a magic ring of 
mushrooms, which is the best place in a Forest to have 
ideas, and sure enough their plans came thick and fast. 
Owl was the obvious choice to teach Latin and Greek, 
Rabbit would be asked to take Household Management, 
and Kanga, Geography. 
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“What will you teach, Lottie?” asked Christopher Robin. 

“I shall teach Good Manners, Dancing and 
Deportment, Elocution and Water Sports. Diverse 
subjects, but I am skilled in them all.” 

“I shall take sports,” said Christopher Robin, 
“and throwing the cricket ball. But we ll need a head' 
master. I thought that maybe — ” 

At just the same time Lottie lowered her voice and 
said a little huskily: “I thought maybe you, Eeyore . . .” 

There was a long pause. Eeyore shuffled his feet. 

“Could you mean me, Lottie? Eeyore, the old 
grey donkey, headmaster of a school?” 

“Yes!” said Lottie, Pooh, and Christopher Robin 
together. 
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It was so quiet in the Forest you could almost hear 
the spiders knitting their cobwebs. 

At length Eeyore said, “I shall need a gown, a 
mortarboard, and a blackboard. And plenty of chalk. 
It often breaks, you know.” 

“Excellent,” said the otter. “You shall be headmaster of 
— yes, let us call it the Hundred Acre Wood Academy!” 

So that was settled, and Lottie went to carry the news 
to the others. 

When she asked Owl to teach Latin, he stretched his 
wings a couple of times, then intoned: “The verb amarc, 
which means ‘to love,’ is declined: amo, amarc, amavi, 
amatum.” 

“Just what I had in mind,” said Lottie, and she 
hurried outside, where Tigger and Roo could be heard 
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beginning an energetic game. Tigger tried to bounce out 
of her way, but Lottie was too fast for him, and before 
be knew it he had agreed to be a pupil. 

“As long as Roo comes too!” he added belatedly. 

Roo looked uncertain and said he would be a pupil 
as long as Piglet came too, and wouldn’t Lottie like to 
ask Piglet first? Unfortunately for Roo, Piglet happened 

to stroll by at that very moment 
and, when he was asked, said, 
“I’ll come! I do want to know 
things, Roo, because there 
are so many things I don’t 
know — more than a hundred!” 

“Oh,” said Roo. “Well, I 
know seven times four, and 
the capital of Spain, but I’m 
not telling you.” 



On the first day of term, the four pupils 
of the Hundred Acre Wood Academy 
presented themselves right in the middle 
of the Hundred Acre Wood, where Eeyore 
was standing in front of a blackboard. 
He was wearing a mortarboard and a 
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fine old gown with a scarlet hood, 
and held a new piece of yellow 
chalk in one hoof and one of those 
things for rubbing out chalk in 
another. He welcomed the pupils 
by reading the register (which 
didn’t take long), then handed it 
solemnly to Pooh, who had been 
recruited as Prefect and given an armband that 
Kanga had made especially for him. It said PERFECT 
on it, and Pooh was so busy admiring it that he 
dropped the register. 

Eeyore rolled his eyes, cleared his throat, and wrapped 
his gown closer around him. A couple of moths flew out. 
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“I am your headmaster,” he announced. “Now, do you 
all have your schoolbooks and pencils? Yes? Then I shall 
write on the board the school motto, and you are to copy 
it onto page one of your schoolbooks. The motto is — ” 
The chalk scratched and squeaked as Eeyore wrote 
the word FLOREAT. “Owl, our Classics Master, will 
translate for us.” 

Owl had not expected this, but said in a deep voice: 
“ Florcat . Do not leave your hat on the floor.” 

“We haven’t got hats,” said Tigger. 

“There isn’t a floor,” said Piglet. 

“I want a hat. Can I have a hat? Can it have ribbons on 
it?” cried Roo, getting more and more excited. 

“Settle down everybody,” said Pooh the Perfect. 

“It’s time for assembly.” 

“We’re assembled already,” 
Piglet pointed out. 

“Then pay attention!” 
said Eeyore severely. “Now, 
in a lifetime in the Fdundred 
Acre Wood, I have learned a 
few tips which I shall pass on 
to you. One: do not expect thistles 
always to be crisp and juicy. Sometimes they are crisp, 
and sometimes they are — ” 
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At this point there was an audible Tiggerish whis- 
per, “They are hot, hot, hot!” 

“ — -juicy,” finished Eeyore, ignoring Tigger magnificendy. 
“Two: if there is a boggy patch and you have clean 
feet you will step into the boggy patch, as sure as eggs 
is eggs, or my name isn’t Eeyore. Three — ” Eeyore 
seemed unsure for a moment. “Three: eggs is eggs. And 
four: my name certainly is Eeyore, and don’t you forget 
it. Now, off with the lot of you to class.” 

And so the schooling began. The first lesson was 
Household Management, where Rabbit tried to 
explain a list of Things That Should Be Folded 
(napkins, tablecloths, sheets) as against Things 


128 


Everybody Learns Something 


That Really Should Not 
(hard'boiled eggs, cobwebs, 
desks) . 

Then they were all 
treated to Owl’s Latin 
class, where he declined 
amo, amas, amat for them several times, and told them 
that mus is the Latin for “mouse,” but became rather 
short-tempered when Pooh asked whether bus was 
the Latin for “house”and 
Piglet wanted to know 
if puss was the Latin for 

u ?? 

cat. 

Things were little 
better in Geography, 
where Kanga tried 
to explain that the 
Equator was an Imaginary Line that Ran All Around 
the World. 

Piglet put his paw in the air. 

“Please, Kanga, if the line is imaginary, how do we 
know it’s there?” he asked. 

“Roo dear, don’t put your pencil up your nose,” 
said Kanga. “Now, Piglet, that’s just it. We don’t know 
the line is there.” 
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“In that case,” said Tigger, “why mention it?” 

“Because if I didn’t mention it, you wouldn’t know 
about it!” responded Kanga rather briskly. 

Roo said, “But you don’t know about it either.” 

Kanga could be seen counting to ten under her breath. 

“Of course I do, I’m your mother,” she informed Roo. 
“Now, children, it’s time for break!” 

'k 

While the pupils were having their break, the teachers 
met to discuss why there wasn’t any discipline. 

“It’s the stripy ones,” said Eeyore gloomily, shaking 
another moth out of his gown, which he had taken off 
because of the heat. 
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“It’s all of them,” said Rabbit, twitching his nose. 
“Really, I thought Roo would have been better 
brought up!” 

Kanga gave him a warning look. “And what do you 
mean by that, Rabbit?” 

Owl cleared his throat. 

“The gravity of the situation means, suggests, 
connotes, imports, and portends — ” he paused for a 
moment, looking rather as if he had forgotten what he 
was saying. “It means we need Christopher Robin!” 
he concluded, recovering splendidly. 

But Lottie was having none of that. 

“Nonsense!” she snorted. “He’s not due until after 
lunch. I can deal with this.” 

~k -Jc 'k 

After the break, Lottie taught 
Dancing and Deportment. 

“I hear that you have not been 
living up to the high standards of 
the Academy,” she told the pupils 
as they stood in line in front of her. 

“Sorry, Lottie,” they chorused together, with the 
exception of Tigger, who was trying to see if he could 
stick his tail into his ear. 
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“Pooh, as Prefect it is your duty 
to assist the teachers in Keeping 
Order,” the otter continued. 

“Yes, Lottie,” agreed Pooh, 
trying to sound as clever as he 
could, and wondering if Keeping 
Order could mean putting your 
honey-pots in a very neat row and then 
staying at home to guard them. 

“I am here to teach you good manners and grace,” 
said Lottie. “And we shall begin with the polka, a 
lively yet refined dance. Imagine, if you will, a grand 
ballroom filled with the crowned 
heads of Europe: dashing men 
in uniform and beautiful 
women in flowing silks.” 

Here she placed a record 
carefully onto the gramophone, 
which she had borrowed from 
Christopher Robin. 

“Are you all partnered? Piglet and Tigger, Pooh and 
Roo? Now, follow my lead — in time with the music! 
One, two, three, hop! — that’s it — one, two, three, 
hop! — no, Tigger, hop, not bounce — no, Tigger, no, 
no, NO!” 
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But it was too late. Tigger, holding Piglet 
in his paws, had bounced high up into 
the air. And when they came down 
again, it was on top of Lottie. 

“You’re squishing me!” 
squeaked Piglet from 
in between Tigger 
and Lottie. 

“One, two, three, 
hop,” continued Pooh 
as he polkaed past the 
pile, deep in concentration, 
not noticing that he had 
trodden on Roo’s feet three times and Tigger’s twice. 

“Desist!” shouted Lottie as her head appeared from 
underneath Tigger’s tummy. With a twist of her 
powerful tail, she managed to extricate herself from the 
heap. She drew herself up to her full height in front 
of Pooh. 

Pooh stopped short. 

“Do you want me to — what was it — insist?” 
he asked nervously. 

“Lunch!” Lottie cried. “Lunch, everybody!” 

'k 
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Pooh kept the pupils busy with sandwiches and the 
school song until the games master himself arrived. 

At once, the staff of the Hundred Acre Wood Acad' 
emy told him of their difficulties. 

Christopher Robin listened gravely, and did not laugh, 
though perhaps the corner of his mouth twitched 
a little, once or twice. 

“Well, Tigger always was more of an outdoor type,” 
was all he said. 



After lunch, Christopher Robin took charge of the 
sports. First, he organized a High Jump. Piglet ran up to 
the bar . . . and then ran under it. The High Jump was 
easily won by Tigger, who jumped not only over the bar 
but the posts as well. 
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“Well done, Tigger!” cried everybody, except Eeyore, 
who remarked, “It looked more like a bounce to me.” 

Then it was time for the Long Jump. Piglet ran up to 
the sandpit, but instead of jumping made a fine sandcastle 
with a bucket that he had found lying about, the way 
buckets do. The Long Jump was won by Roo, who 
jumped right to the far end of the sandpit and beyond. 

“Well jumped, Roo!” cried Kanga. 

And after all that, when 
the animals were flushed 
and panting, Christopher 
Robin sat them all down, 
the pupils on one side and the 
teachers on the other, and asked them how they had 
liked school. 

There was a very long pause, and then everyone talked 
at once. 

“An interesting experiment,” suggested Owl. 
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“Amo, a mouse, a mat, what kind of a language is 
that?” asked Piglet. 

“All that folding and polishing,” grumbled Tigger. 
“Boring!” 

“Dancing might be all right if Pooh looked where he’s 
going,” squeaked Roo. 

“Why does a school have to have pupils anyway?” 
asked Lottie. 

There was another pause. 

“By the way, I can’t teach at all next week,” said 
Kanga. “It’s my spring cleaning, you know.” 

“Mine too,” said Rabbit. 

“That’s a shame,” said Christopher Robin. “What 
about everyone else?” 

But suddenly it seemed that nobody at all was available 
anymore. Nor did anyone seem to mind. 
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Pooh had said nothing 
against school, because he 
was a Perfect. But a few 
days later, when they 
were having elevenses 
at his house, and Pooh 
was hoping Christopher 
Robin would hurry up 
so that they weren’t late for 
twelvses, he found himself saying: “I didn’t really want 
to go to school, you know.” 

“Oh?” prompted Christopher Robin, buttering toast. 

“It didn’t seem the right sort of thing to do on a 
sunny day. But . . . but . . .” He wanted to add something 
about being a Perfect, and not being one any longer and 
how school had been . . . well . . . 

“I feel the same way myself sometimes,” said 
Christopher Robin carelessly. “By the way, though, the 
thing about being a Prefect is, you don’t stop being one 
when you’re not at school.” 

“You don’t?” said Pooh, so interested that the pawful 
of honey stopped halfway to his mouth. 

“So I was going to mention that you ought really to go 
on wearing your armband, at least on special occasions. 
Sort of like soldiers and medals.” 
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So Winnie'the'Pooh did just that. And he was not the 
only one. If you visited Eeyore when he wasn’t expecting 
you, you would sometimes find him in his gown and 
mortarboard, using the tassle to keep flies away, and the 
blackboard to practice his tap dancing. 

And as for Lottie, she could not keep her mind on 
anything for very long, and when Piglet asked her a week 
or so later about the Academy, she answered: “Academy, 
darling? What do you mean?” 

Otters are like that. 
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in which wc arc introduced 
to the game of cricket 


HRISTOPHER ROBIN had had a birthday. There had 
been cards with laughing kittens wishing him a 
happy day, and the usual presents: 
socks and gloves and writing 



paper and a fat book called 
iooi Things to Do in the 
■ Holidays. 

Christopher Robin 
had used the writing 
paper to write letters 
saying thank you for 
the socks and the 
gloves. He had not 
found this easy, think' 
mg that a letter saying: 
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Dear Whoever , 

Thank you for the socks/gloves. 
Yours sincerely , 
Christopher Robin 


would have done the job nicely, but it seemed that 
people wanted bits about the weather and where he had 
come in math, and I do hope you are well. 

Having put the socks and gloves in the very back 
of the drawer, he turned to 1001 Things to Do in the 
Holidays. On page three it suggested clearing out the 
potting shed, and on page five it suggested putting toys 
in boxes with sticky labels on them, and on page seven 
it suggested: Why not make a list 
of all the people you most admire 
from your history books? 

Christopher Robin did not 
know what it said on page 
nine, because after reading 
page seven he had closed 
the book and never 
opened it again. 

But there had been 
one present that he 
had liked very much. 
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This had been a cricket bat, a cricket 
ball, and two sets of stumps with 
bails that assembled into a wicket. 

There was also a pair of batting 
gloves, some shin pads, a pair of wicket-keeping gloves, 
a scoring book with pencils, a pencil sharpener, an 
eraser, a tin of linseed oil, and some squares of cotton 
for rubbing the oil into the bat. All of which fitted very 
neatly into a splendid sausage-shaped bag. Everything 
you needed to play cricket. 

This time, when he wrote his thank-you letter, he 
had added pictures in coloured crayons, and his batting 
average for the past two summers, and signed the letter, 
Love from Christopher Robin. And he meant it too. 

On this particular day — it may have been a Tuesday, 
because it often was — he brought the bag to a clearing in 
the Forest halfway between his house and Owl’s house 
and set up the stumps and the bails on a patch of ground 
which was not too bumpy. Then he went around the 
edge of the playing area with a bag of stones, laying them 
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out to mark the boundary. It was not long before most of 
the others had gathered around, and Christopher Robin 
began to explain the rules. “Cricket is a game between 
two teams. Each team bats once — that’s called an 
innings — and tries to score as many runs as possible. 

“The batter faces the bowler from the opposite team, 
who bowls the ball at him like this.” Christopher Robin 
turned his arm and opened his fingers as if he was letting 
a ball fly out of his hand. “If he hits the ball, the batter 
sprints towards where the bowler was standing, and back 
again. If he reaches the bowler, he scores a run, and if 
he gets back to where he started from he scores another. 
If the ball goes right outside the boundary without 
bouncing, he’s scored six runs. But if it bounces, then 
he only gets four.” 

“That’s easy,” said Piglet. “You 
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“Ah, yes, but the other team is trying to stop you. 
If you miss the ball and it knocks over your stumps, 
you’re out. If you hit the ball and one of the fielders 
catches it before it bounces, then you’re out too. The 
same goes if the fielder throws the ball and hits the 
stumps while you are running. When all the first team 
is out, everyone changes places, and the batters become 
the bowlers and fielders.” 



“Seems like a lot of running up and down,” said 
Eeyore, “for no very good purpose.” 

“No, no,” said Christopher Robin, getting excited. 
“You see, it’s like this . . .” 

So he told them more strange things, about having 
a Short Leg and a Silly Point, and Run Outs, and 
when a ball was a no-ball and things like that. And 
while the animals felt that this cricket business was 
not entirely sensible, they definitely started to get the 
idea that it was fun. 
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Over the next few days, from morning until night, 
while the bees buzzed contentedly around the hollow 
oak and the gentle whine of an airplane looping the loop 
above the Hundred Acre Wood throbbed in the scented 
air, it was cricket, cricket, and ever more cricket. 

Finally, Kanga, who had relatives in Australia, proposed 
that a proper match should be arranged and that it 
should be a Test Match. Pooh asked what that was. 

Christopher Robin said: “A Test Match is a very 
important game played between England and Australia. 
The winner gets the Ashes.” 
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“What ashes are those?” asked Rabbit. 

“I’m not quite sure, Rabbit.” 

“I’ve got the ashes of my Uncle Robert in a vase on 
my mantelpiece,” said Owl. “It blew over in the great 
gale and the vase broke, but I got a new vase and most 
of the ashes.” 

“I think we should have a Test Match,” said Kanga. 
“Me and Roo can be Australia and the rest of you can 
be England.” 

“There can’t be just the two of you,” said Chris- 
topher Robin, “that wouldn’t be fair at all.” 

“We’re very good,” said Roo. 

“Really we are. Watch 
me, watch me!” Saying 
which, he swung the 
bat in the air and 
fell over backwards as 
he aimed it at the ball. 

“That was just a practice 

swing!” he explained, and tried again and fell over 
backwards again. 

“If there were just the two of you, with one of you 
bowling and one of you keeping wicket, there would be 
nobody left to field,” said Christopher Robin. “I need 
to think about this.” 
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He went to sit on a large boulder, which was an 
excellent place to think because it was just the right 
height and did not interrupt. Eventually he climbed 
down, and announced, “We will have a Test Match, 
but we won’t be playing for the ashes of Owl’s Uncle 
Robert and it won’t be England against Australia. 
The match will be between the four-legged and the 
two-legged animals. It will be held on the day after 
tomorrow and will begin at eleven.” 

“Cricket under the trees and having fun. Count me 
out,” grumbled Eeyore. 

“But, Eeyore,” said Pooh. “We won’t be able to 
manage without you.” 

Eeyore raised an eyebrow. 

“These are the teams,” continued Christopher Robin. 
“The Four Legs: Pooh, Tigger, Rabbit, and Piglet. 

The Two Legs: Kanga, Roo, and me. Owl is 
to be the umpire.” 

“I will captain the Four Legs team,” 
said Rabbit immediately, while 
some of the others counted 
their 

Lottie cleared her 
throat. “Excuse me,” 
she said quietly. 
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“Oh, Lottie, I am sorry,” said Christopher Robin, but 
the truth of it was that he couldn’t remember whether 
Lottie had four legs or two, and it seemed rude to look. 

“I know my legs are quite short,” Lottie continued, 
“but that is the way with otters. There are four of them 
and they have been much admired.” 

“Of course, Lottie,” said Christopher Robin, “I 
was only hesitating because the Four Legs already 
outnumber the Two Legs.” 

“Then I shall play for the Two Legs of course,” 
said Lottie. 

After Christopher Robin had thought about it, and 
Rabbit had got tired of waiting and had gone to clear out 
the larder — there was never much in it because he liked 
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it to be clean — and Pooh had 
had several smackerels of 
honey and Piglet had become 
quite pink with excitement 
thinking about the match and 
Tigger had had a swallow of 
the linseed oil and not cared 
for it at all, a team sheet was 
produced with the teams set out impressively like this: 


FOUR LEGS 

Tigger 

Pooh 

Piglet 

Rabbit (captain) 

Eeyore (wicket-keeper) 


TWO LEGS 

Kanga 

Roo 

Lottie (who actually has 4) 
C. Robin (captain) 

Eeyore (wicket-keeper) 


Umpire: Owl (his decision is final) 

Scorers: Henry Rush and Friends and Relations 
Too Small to Participate 

Extra Fielders: Friends and Relations Big Enough 
to Catch a Ball Without Being Squished 

u What does the scorer do?” asked Henry Rush, 
the beetle. 
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“He adds things up and writes everything 
down in a book. How is your adding?” 
said Christopher Robin. 

“It’s very good some of the time,” 
replied Henry Rush, “but it’s difficult when you haven’t 
got fingers.” 

“Just do your best,” said Christopher Robin, patting 
him gently on the shell. 

Christopher Robin made several copies of the 
team sheet, and decorated them with bats and balls 
and stumps and bails, and pinned them to the trees 
around the clearing. Piglet took a copy and showed it 
to Eeyore. 

“It’s good, isn’t it, Eeyore? We’re all on it,” he 
pointed. “This is where it says my name. And your 
name, Eeyore, is here and here . . .” 

“Here and here?” inquired Eeyore. 

“Yes, Eeyore, because Christopher Robin says you 
are to be wicket-keeper for both sides.” 
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“A wicked'keeper, little Piglet? Well, well, well.” 
Eeyore did not know what a “wicked'keeper” was, or 
what it did, but it sounded necessary. 

It was time for the umpire to toss a coin to decide who 
would bat first. Captain Rabbit had not come back after 
going to clean his larder, so Tigger was sent to retrieve 
him, and Pooh was selected as Acting Captain for the 
Four Legs team. 

“Heads or tails?” asked Owl, the umpire. 

“I don’t know, Owl,” said Pooh. “Which is better?” 

“Whichever is going to come down on top.” 

“But I don’t know that.” 




‘Which is why I am 
asking you to guess, 
Pooh Bear.” 

Pooh called heads 
' but the coin came 
down tails up, and 
Christopher Robin announced that the Two Legs would 
bat first with Kanga and Lottie opening the innings. 

“Where does the wicked'keeper go?” Eeyore asked. 

“Behind the wicket, of course,” said Christopher 
Robin. “You have to catch the ball.” 

“How do I do that?” asked Eeyore, looking at 
his hooves. 
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“Any way you can, Eeyore. You have pads and gloves.” 

“I hardly like to mention this, Christopher Robin, 
but there only appear to be two pads and others are 
wearing them.” 

“You’ll just have to do the best you can,” said 
Christopher Robin, who was beginning to think that 
there was too much talking and not enough playing. 

Rabbit, as Captain, made Pooh the bowler, saying 
he needed the exercise. Lottie hit the first ball of the 
innings into a clump of heather, and it was only when 
Friends and Relations joined in the search that the 
ball was found. At the end of Lottie’s first six balls, 
Henry Rush’s scoring team put 30 in the scoring book, 
under instruction from Rabbit, who kept muttering 
bad'temperedly, “She’s scored three sixes and three 
fours! Lottie should be on my team.” 

On his second go at bowling, Pooh became more 
confident and bowled a couple of really fast ones, 
the first of which struck ® 
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“Couldn’t help it,” wheezed Eeyore. 

Then it was Tigger’s turn to bowl. He threw the ball 
high into the air. 

“That’s called a donkey-drop,” said Christopher Robin. 
“Not by me,” muttered Eeyore. 

This time, instead of using the bat to hit the ball, 
Lottie leapt into the air, twisting and turning, and 
caught hold of it in mid-flight. Everyone applauded 
her athleticism but Christopher Robin had 
to explain that she was not supposed to 
catch it except when the other side 
. was batting. 

3 ^ 





“Out!” cried Owl. 

“What do you mean by 'Out’?” Lottie went up to 
Owl, the umpire, and glared at him. 

Owl did not react. Christopher Robin explained that 
if the umpire said you were out he did not need to tell 
you why. 


152 


The Game of Cricket 


“You’re no gentleman,” Lottie told Owl and sulked 
for a while behind some bluebells, before realizing 
how pretty they looked and picking herself a bunch. 

Now it was Kanga’s turn to bat. She put Roo into her 
pouch and when she ran she claimed double the score. 



his feet had not touched the ground. 

When Kanga challenged him, Owl explained: “It says 
Two Legs, not No Legs. I can’t allow any of those runs 
to count for either of you. And you’re out too, Kanga, 
for arguing with the umpire.” 

Fortunately for the Two Legs, Christopher Robin 
was still to bat against Rabbit, and he thwacked the 
ball for four sixes, one after another, just like that. 
When Piglet took his turn as bowler he found the ball 
so heavy that Owl allowed him to run halfway along 
the pitch before rolling it along the ground. It was 
Piglet who finally did it for Christopher Robin, bowled 
out after thirty- three runs. 
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This was what Henry Rush, with a little help from 
Christopher Robin, wrote in the smart new scoring 
book: 


TEST MATCH— TWO LEGS VERSUS FOUR LEGS 


TWO LEGS INNINGS 

Lottie, caught by Lottie 
Roo, feet off the ground 
Kanga, arguing with umpire 
Christopher Robin, bowled by Piglet 



o 

o 


33 


Extras 3 

Total 75 


Rabbit and Kanga had spent the morning erecting 
a sort of shade under the chestnut trees. It consisted 
of a number of sheets and blankets stitched together. 
Now, between the two innings, was the time for a 
refreshing pot of tea and some peppery cucumber 
sandwiches with the crusts cut off. 

While they ate, they discussed the match. Was 
seventy -five a winning score? Should Owl have given 
Roo out, or, for that matter, Kanga? How clever of 
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Piglet to have bowled the ball that knocked over 
Christopher Robin’s wicket. 

A little apart from the others stood Eeyore, grumbling 
as usual. “This wicked-keeping. Standing there and 
having things thrown at me. A brick wall would do just 
as well.” 

“Oh, Eeyore,” said Christopher Robin. “We couldn’t 
have a match without you.” 

“Is that what they’re saying, Christopher Robin? Or is 
it, ‘Let the old donkey do it’?” 

“Have a cucumber sandwich, Eeyore,” suggested 
Christopher Robin. 

“Prefer thistles. More chewy on the whole. Have we 
finished now, Christopher Robin? Can we go home and 
nurse our bruises?” asked Eeyore. 
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“We’ve finished the first half, Eeyore.” 

“More, is there? Might have guessed there would be. 
Still, maybe it will rain.” 

But it did not even look like rain. 

Soon it was time for the Four Legs to take their turn 
at batting, with seventy-six runs needed to win. Owl 
slipped on his white umpiring coat and took up his 
position facing the stumps. Pooh was the first to bat. 

Christopher Robin told Kanga to field at a position 
called Silly Mid-Off and Roo at Silly Mid-On, which 
meant that Kanga had to glare at Roo for several seconds 
before he would stop giggling. Then Christopher Robin 
handed the ball to Lottie. 

Twisting and turning as she ran up to bowl, Lottie 
sent the ball in an arc towards the stumps. When it 
hit the ground it shot up and caught Pooh on the nose, 
before falling back and landing on the wicket. 

“Out!” said Owl, raising a wing sternly into the air. 

“Or;/” wailed Pooh. 

Then it was Tigger’s turn. It didn’t take him long to 
score twenty-seven runs. Then, in his excitement at 
hitting the ball into a bird’s nest in the chestnut tree 
(they had had to send Owl to fly up and bring it down), 
Tigger bounced right over the wicket and landed on 
top of Eeyore. 
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“How’s that?” cried Christopher Robin. 

“Painful,” gasped Eeyore from underneath Tigger. 
“Out. Caught by Eeyore,” said Owl. 



Rabbit came in to bat, and nudged the ball here, 
there, and everywhere until he was bowled out by 
Christopher Robin. 

“I thought I’d better give the others a chance,” 
Rabbit commented. 

The last in was Piglet, and it was 
now up to him to score the six runs 
needed to win the match for the 
Four Legs. Lottie was to bowl. 

During practice, Piglet had found __ 

Christopher Robin’s birthday bat rather 
too long and heavy for him to wield, and Rabbit had made 
him a smaller version out of a cut-down broom handle. 
But with the first ball from Lottie, Piglet’s broom-handle 
bat shattered. 
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“ Ow /” cried Piglet. “That stung! And what will I bat 
with now?” 

“You’ll have to use the big one,” said Christopher Robin. 

“But it’s bigger than I am!” worried Piglet. 

“Maybe you can hide behind it, little Piglet,” 
said Eeyore. 

“I’m sure Lottie won’t bowl too fast at you,” said 
Christopher Robin, but there was a glint in Lottie’s eye 
that suggested otherwise. 

The otter ran in to bowl. 

“I don’t want to be here,” muttered Piglet, shrinking 
behind the bat as Lottie approached, looking huge. 
“I’d much rather be in bed.” 

The ball, released at great speed by Lottie, landed 
on the beginnings of a molehill and bounced onto the 
very edge of Piglet’s bat. Piglet dropped the heavy 
wood with a squawk, but the ball had acquired such 
momentum that it sailed high into the air and straight 
over the stones that marked the boundary. A moment 
of amazed silence was followed by Owl raising his 
wings and flapping them in the air. 

“Six runs,” he announced. “Pour Legs win the match.” 

“I did it!” Piglet was hopping up and down in 
excitement. “I hit a six! I won the game!” 

The other players on the Pour Legs side — Tigger, 
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Pooh, Rabbit, and Eeyore — gathered around Piglet 
and raised him high into the air. Christopher Robin, 
Lottie, Kanga, and Roo looked on, smiling despite 
their disappointment. 

“Three cheers for the Four Legs!” cried Christopher 
Robin. “Hip, hip — ” 

“Hooray!” cried the others. 



“And three more cheers for Piglet!” cried Roo. 

So they cheered and cheered some more while 
Christopher Robin helped Henry Rush and his young 
assistants to complete the page in the scoring book. 
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It had a few rubbings out, but looked like this: 

FOUR LEGS INNINGS 


Poob, snout before wicket o 

Tigger, caught by Eeyore 2,7 

Rabbit, bowled by Christopher Robin 37 
Piglet, not out 6 

Extras 6 

Total 76 


FOUR LEGS WIN! 



Late into the evening, everyone sat around a bonfire 
(the shattered bat had come in useful as kindling) and 
listened as Christopher Robin told them stories of the 
great cricketers of past generations. 
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“But,’’ he added, “in the annals of cricketing legend, 
whenever and wherever stories are told, they will also 
mention the mighty six that Piglet hit with a bat taller 
than he was in the Test Match between the Two Legs 
and the Four Legs late one summer’s afternoon in the 
Hundred Acre Wood.’’ 



“Oh . . sighed Piglet happily, as he carelessly toasted 
a cucumber sandwich. Then he dreamed for a while, 
until he was roused by Pooh announcing that he had 
composed a hum to commemorate the occasion. 

“I would very much like to hear it,” said Lottie, who 
had, after all, been the top scorer of the match. 

“So would I,” whispered Piglet. 
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And so here is the hum as hummed by Pooh on the 
night of the great match, as the eyes of the cricketers shone 
and glistened in the firelight under the chestnut trees: 



Who was it hit the winning run 
For the Four Legs against the Two? 
Though the bat in his hand 
Disappeared into sand, 

Was it me? 

No — 

It was you. 


Who was it won the cricket game 
For the Four Legs against the Two? 
Though his bat was as big 
As a fully grown pig, 

Was it me? 

No— 

It was you. 

Do we give a fig for the little pig 
And the Four Legs who beat the Two? 
We give more than that 
For the pig and the bat, 

And the mighty hit 
Which completed it, 

And the mighty swish 
Like a massive fish. 
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Was it me? 

No— 

It was you. 

Not Pooh ^.^= 0 ^ 

But Piglet. 

It was you! 

“But,” said Pooh, “it wasn’t really like a fish, only I 
couldn’t think of anything else and then I ran out of 
time, and sometimes it’s best to have something not 
quite right in a hum so that everybody can say: 'Humph! 
I could have done it better myself.’” 

“I couldn’t have,” said Christopher Robin quietly. 
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E EYORE, THE OLD GREY DONKEY and ex-headmaster, 
had been working on his letters with the aid of 
broken sticks. He was now expert at the straight letters 
like A and E and F and H, but needed to find bendy 
sticks for the curvy ones like C and R and S. 

“Then you can’t make Christopher Robin,” said Piglet, 
and added after a moment’s thought, “or Piglet.” 

“Or Eeyore,” said Eeyore. “Can’t make anything, 
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except THE. What good is THE without something to 
come after it?” 

“None at all,” said Piglet, who had come to see Eeyore 
just in case he hadn’t heard Pooh’s Cricketing Hum. 

Eeyore looked down at Piglet’s feet. 

“I do appreciate this kind visit,” he said, “but I’ll 
thank you for not standing on my thistle patch. I’m 
running short.” 

“Should I help you look for some more?” 

“If you have nothing better to do, Piglet. Old 
thistles are fine if you’ve got the teeth for ’em, but for 
crunchiness and fullness of flavour there is nothing to 
beat a patch of young thistles with the purple flowers 
still on them. What’s more, little Piglet, they are a cure 
for aches and pains.” 

“Do you have some of those then, Eeyore?” 

“After being wicked'keeper what can you expect?” 

Just then, Lottie, who had been teasing the trout in 
the stream, which was sparkling and fresh again after a 
summer storm, joined them. 

“Fine morning,” she said pleasantly. 

“No,” said Eeyore. “It wasn’t then, and it isn’t now.” 

“Don’t mind him,” said Piglet. “He’s out of thistles, 
Lottie.” 

“Is that all? I know where the best thistles are. 
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Would you like me to take you there, Eeyore?” 

As they walked through the Forest carrying paper 
bags, a stripy thing bounced up to them. 

“Good morning, Tigger,” said Piglet nervously. 

“No,” said Eeyore. “It wasn’t, and now it’s getting worse.” 

“Hallo, Piglet; hallo, Eeyore; hallo, Lottie,” cried 
Tigger. “Where are you all off to?” 

“We’re looking for thistles for Eeyore’s aches and 
pains,” said Piglet. 

“I shall come too!” Tigger bounced high over a tree 
stump and back. 

“Could you not limit yourself to small bounces?” 
Lottie asked. 

“Very small bounces,” Eeyore warned. 

“Like this!” said Piglet. He did a small bounce to show 
Tigger what he meant, and tripped over some bindweed. 



168 


Tigger Dreams of Africa 


The four of them set off. On the way, they met Kanga 
and Roo, who were enjoying the air after the storm, 
and the whole party headed into a cluster of trees. 

Just inside, they passed a clump of blackberry bushes, 
heavy with succulent berries. 

“Those are blackberries,” said Lottie. “Best in a pie 
with shortcrust pastry and custard.” 



“Tiggers like blackberries,” said Tigger, after tast' 
ing one. 

“Well, be careful, Tigger,” warned Kanga. “Only eat 
the black and juicy ones, and don’t eat too many.” 

Tigger tasted several, and then grabbed a whole pawful, 
and then another and then another. As he munched, he 
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said something which could have been: “Oommphph!” 
unless perhaps it was “Splurghfff!” 

After a few swallows, Tigger beamed broadly and 
said, “Tiggers like blackberries very much,” with which 
he grabbed another pawful. 

Meanwhile, Eeyore had come to a copious clump of 
purple thistles and was chewing on one. 

“Not the best,” he mumbled as he chomped away, and 
grudgingly added, “Not the worst, either.” 

~k 

When Kanga, Tigger, and Roo arrived home, Kanga 
said she would make them pancakes for dinner. But 
Tigger said that he didn’t think he would be able to eat 
any pancakes, so Roo said that he would eat them for 
him — and he did. When the pancakes had been disposed 
of, there was Extract of Malt for afters, but Tigger said 
that he didn’t think he could eat any of that either. 
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“Not even Extract of Malt?” asked Kanga. “My, my. 
That’s what comes of snacks between meals!” 

After dinner, Roo brought out the big atlas, which 
they had borrowed from Christopher Robin. While 
Kanga darned socks, Roo and Tigger jumped over 
oceans, conquered nations, and tore off a corner of 
Madagascar by mistake. 



Suddenly, Tigger sat back on his haunches, and looked 
down at West Africa, which was spread out beneath 
his feet. He blinked a couple of times, and let loose a 
magnificent burp. 

“Tigger, dear!” said Kanga, a little less mildly than usual. 

Roo started to giggle, then looked more 
closely at Tigger. 

“Are you all right?” he asked. 

“Never better!” said Tigger, burping 
again and looking startled. 
“What’s that country?” 
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Looking over Tigger’s shoulder, Kanga identified it, 
“That’s the Ivory Coast.’’ 

“Ivory Coast,” murmured Roo. “Sounds lovely.” 

Tigger said: “I was just wondering: where do I come 
from?” 

“Don’t you remember?” asked Kanga. 

“Now you come to mention it, I do. I remember 
a forest, with trees much taller than the ones in 
the Hundred Acre Wood. And monkeys. I’m sure I 
remember monkeys. At least, I think I am sure.” 

“Sounds like Africa,” said Kanga. “Now it’s bath-time, 
and then bed.” 

“Oh no, not bath-time!” cried Roo, which was what 
he always said. 

Tigger said nothing. Africa . . . Africa ... it sounded right. 
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Tigger found he could not sleep. He tried lying 
on his back, but he did not know where to put 
his legs. He tried lying on his 
side, but his whiskers 
tickled. He tried 
standing up, but only 
Eeyore could sleep standing up, so finally he curled up in 
a corner under the ironing board and shut his eyes. 
But sleep would not come. His skin felt crawly, as 
if all his stripes were running into one big stripe, 
like raindrops on a windowpane, 
but, when he opened his 
eyes to check, he 
was not all orange 
or all black but just 
the same as he always was. He did not feel Tiggerish. 
He did not feel well. He burped and groaned. And, 
finally, he slipped into a fitful sleep. 

Then he muttered: ‘Africa,” but his eyes remained 
shut. 

“I ’spect he’s dreaming of the jungle,” said Roo, 
when they found him the next 

morning, still muttering. $ 

“That’s what 

I f ff 

spect. 
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At midday, Kanga sent Roo with a message to 
Christopher Robin’s house. 

“Christopher Robin, Christopher Robin!’’ cried Roo. 
“Tigger’s not well. He’s twitching and making noises.” 

“What sort of noises?” 

“Rude ones, mainly.” 

“It’s probably influenza,” said Christopher Robin. 
He had had it himself, and Matron had said to keep 
warm and drink lots. So he made a thermos of hot cocoa 
and took it around to Kanga’s house, along with a blue 
blanket that had a silky bit around the edge. 

“But I don’t think he’s cold,” said Roo. “At least, he 
doesn’t feel cold.” 



When Christopher Robin put the blanket over Tigger, 
he kicked it off, and when he poured out a mug of 
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hot cocoa, Tigger sent it flying all over a woolen rug 
which a cousin of Kanga’s had crocheted and sent her 
for Christmas. 

Christopher Robin called on Rabbit and Owl. 

Rabbit said: “Keep him warm and give him cocoa,” 
which was not a lot of help, while Owl brought a black 
leather bag from which he removed a stethoscope, 
and listened to Tigger’ s chest. 

“What can you hear?” asked Roo. “And can I be 
doctor next?” 

“No,” said Owl, “you 
cannot. All I can hear is 
drums, but it’s probably 
just his heartbeat.” 

Tigger rolled his eyes 
and his tail stuck straight out behind him. 

Just then, Pooh arrived, clutching a pot of honey. 

“Do you think Tigger would like this?” he asked. 

“Tiggers don’t like honey,” said Piglet. 

“I had forgotten,” said Pooh, and he smiled a small, 
relieved smile. 



'k ^k ^k 

That night and all the next day, Tigger lay under 
the ironing board muttering to himself, watched over 
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by each of his worried friends in turn. Then on the 
third day, when Rabbit was checking the tidiness 
of Kanga’s cupboards while her back was turned, 
and going “tut-tut,” Tigger got up and slipped outside. 

“Poor Tigger,” said Christopher Robin. “I wonder 
where he thinks he’s going.” 

“To Africa, perhaps,” said Pooh. 

Roo asked, “Which way is Africa?” 

But nobody seemed to know. 

-Jc ~k 

It was Eeyore who found Tigger, lying on his back 
under an oak, staring at the branches. 

“Africa!” Tigger muttered reproachfully at the tree. 

Eeyore lifted him gently onto his back and brought 
him home. 

“I was not always very kind to him,” the old donkey 
admitted, and sighed. “If only he hadn’t bounced .” 

“He’s still not well,” said Piglet. “Look at how loose 
his skin is.” 

This was true. 

Tigger’ s skin 
appeared to be 
several sizes 
too large. 
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“His tongue is not a good colour,” said Lottie. “I am 
not sure what colour it is meant to be, but I don’t think 
it’s that colour.” 

“It’s meant to be tongue-coloured,” Owl suggested. 
“And it is now the colour a tongue goes after it has 
eaten too many blackberries.” 

“Unripe, unwashed, and without custard,” added 
Lottie. 

“I’ve been thinking,” said Christopher Robin, “if I 
were poorly, what I would most want.” 

“To be well again,” said Pooh. 

“Yes, Pooh, but what else? I think I should like to be 
surrounded by friendly and familiar things.” 

“But he is,” said Pooh. 

“If he’s decided he’s African . . .” 
Owl said, reasonably enough, 
“we can’t carry him to Africa; 
he’s too heavy. Unless . . . 
Eeyore?” 

“Certainly not,” 
said Eeyore. 

“I wonder,” said 
Christopher Robin. 
“Since we can’t take 
him to Africa, then I 
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wonder whether we could bring Africa to him.” 
"Africa!” said Tigger faintly, and burped. 

Tigger lay in his favourite corner, restless and twitchy 
still, but in a kind of halbslumber. All around him 



the others had been busy and now they were putting 
the finishing touches to what Christopher Robin had 
proposed. 

At first Tigger was aware of a gentle drumming. 
Was it his heart? No, it was coming from outside him. 

He opened his eyes. Where on earth could he be? 
Above him was a canopy of lush green branches, 
and around him were swathes of fern and mosses. 
Water was dripping from the leaves, and it was hot 
and steamy. There was even a hissing of snakes. 

""Where am I?” asked Tigger in wonderment. ""Could 
I be . . . could I really be in Africa?” 
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Then Christopher Robin’s voice said, “Tigger, you are 
wherever you want to be. It’s called imagination.’’ 

Tigger closed his eyes and fell happily asleep. Which 
was just as well, as it meant that he did not see Lottie 
drumming on two upturned wastepaper baskets with 
rolling pins belonging to Kanga and Rabbit, or Pooh 
up a ladder with a watering can, or Christopher Robin 
tending a fire, or even Roo blowing into the spouts 
of various kettles to make what he imagined might be 
snake hisses. 
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From that moment, Tigger’s slow 
recovery began. He began to 
do bending and stretching 
exercises, and his burps 
turned into occasional gentle 
hiccups. He demanded a spoonful of Extract of Malt 
every hour on the hour, and within a couple of days 
his skin no longer hung loose, his tongue was the 
pinkish colour proper for a fit Tigger, and his stripes 
— well, his stripes were the brightest and the best 
defined ever seen in the Hundred Acre Wood; possibly 
as bright as any in Africa. 



'k ^k ^k 

One morning a week or so later, Roo and Tigger 
and Piglet were sliding down the water chute when 
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Christopher Robin and Pooh came briskly up to them. 
Christopher Robin was carrying a big book, and Pooh a 
sheet of handsome blue writing paper. 

“Tigger,” said Christopher Robin, “we have something 
important to tell you.” 

“Really?” said Tigger, and splashed water over Roo, 
who splashed water over Piglet, who splashed water over 
Tigger. “What’s that?” 

“You ought to be sitting down,” said Christopher 
Robin. “It’s sitting down stuff.” 

“Righty-ho!” said Tigger, and sat down twice with 
a bit of a bounce in between. 

“Shall I tell him?” Pooh asked 
Christopher Robin, who nodded. 

“Tigger, you aren’t African!” 

“’Course I am!” said Tigger. 

“You can’t be.” 

“Why can’t I be?” 

“You’re a tiger and there aren’t any tigers in Africa,” 
Christopher Robin explained. “Tigers come from Asia. 
China and India and places like that.” 

“And circuses,” said Pooh. 

Tigger thought about all this for a moment. It was 
a good deal to take in. 

“Who says?” 
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Christopher Robin opened the big book at a place he 
had marked with a slip of paper. 

“The Encyclopedia does.” 

“Hmm ...” Tigger considered this with his head on 
one side. Then he looked triumphantly at Pooh. 
“Bears don’t come from England.” 

Christopher Robin smiled and said: “Well, there’s one 
here, and there always will be. Pooh Bear.” 

“Am I the only one?” asked Pooh. 

Christopher Robin thought for a moment. 

“Well, maybe not the only bear in England,” 
he concluded. “But in all the world you are the one 
and only, incomparable Winnie-theTooh.” 
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in which a Harvest Festival is held in the Forest 
and Christopher Robin springs a surprise 

S UMMER WAS ALMOST OVER. The windfall apples 
lay on the ground, which was heavy with dew, and 
one morning there was mist curling in the hollows 
down by the stream. 
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Christopher Robin and Pooh were paying an 
Encouraging Visit to Eeyore, who was gloomier 
than ever. But after a few minutes Eeyore was showing 
no sign of being Encouraged, and his friends were 
running out of things to say. 

“Did you know that it will soon be Harvest 
Festival?” asked Christopher Robin, after a particularly 
long silence. 

“What’s that then?” asked Eeyore suspiciously. 

“Well, every September, people get together to 
celebrate the Gathering-in of the Crops,” explained 
Christopher Robin. “They make corn dollies and collect 
produce and put it on display. Then they sing about 
everything being bright and beautiful.” 

“Is it?” Eeyore asked. “Can’t say I’d noticed.” 

“What’s produce?” asked Pooh. 

“It’s food that you’ve got to spare, Pooh. Like a pot 

“It is?” Pooh said, 
wondering if honey 
could be spare. 

“Yes, and it ought 
to be the best pot. 
The idea is to give things 
to the Less Fortunate.” 
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Pooh gulped, thinking of his row of honey jars, 
especially the pot second from the left at the back, which 
was the tallest and the fattest. 

“Who are the Less Fortunate?” asked Pooh. He felt 
that he would be one of them, if he had to give away 
his honey. 

“Well, I’m not sure,” said Christopher Robin. He lay 
on his back, looking up at the sky with a thoughtful 
expression. “We could have a Harvest Festival here 
in the Forest,” he said. “I could build a cart to put 
the produce in and tow it behind my bicycle. Then the 
Less Fortunate could see it 



the stomach.” 


'k ^k ^k 

Although Christopher Robin had learned carpentry 
at school, nobody had shown him how to make a cart, 
and it turned out to be quite tricky. 

The wheels ended up rather squarish, and when 
he came to make the tires there was no rubber, so he 
used a pair of old pajamas instead. Then there was the 
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question of how to attach the cart to the chassis, and the 
chassis to the axle, and the axle to the wheels. Working 
all this out involved a lot of sitting around scratching 
his head and turning bits of wood over in his hands, but 
eventually the cart was finished. It was rather bumpy 
and hard to pull along, but a cart it certainly was. 

Christopher Robin parked it in front of his house with 
a sign which read: 

FOR PRODUSE. PUT IN HERE PLEEZ. 
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Once the animals had gathered around to admire 
the cart, everyone started to make suggestions for what 
else they could do to celebrate Harvest Festival. Kanga 
suggested baking cakes — always popular — and 
Rabbit suggested card games, like Snap, Old 
Maid, and Racing Demon — not so 
popular, as Rabbit generally 
boasted when he won and 
sulked when he lost — but it 
was Christopher Robin who came up with a 
clever suggestion that would allow them to do 
all these things and more. 

“It’s a bit late in the summer,” he said, “but why don’t 
we have a fete? We could have blackberries and cream, 
instead of strawberries, and play games like Ring Toss 
and Pin the Tail on the Donkey.” 

All the animals cheered — with the exception of Tig- 
ger, who thought he wouldn’t eat any more blackberries; 
and Eeyore, who said, “Excuse me,” with great dignity. 
Then he said it twice more until everyone else was quiet. 

“I believe, Christopher Robin,” he continued, 

“you will find that I already have a tail. 

True, it is attached by a nail, but you 
will understand my reluctance to have 
just anyone bashing away at it.” 
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“Oh, Eeyore,” said Christopher Robin. “I didn’t mean 
you should . . 

But the old donkey held up a hoof for silence. “I shall 
give rides to the little ones instead,” he announced. 



The morning of the Harvest Festival dawned bright 
and clear. Everyone had been planning and working for 
days, and by lunchtime the fete was set up. There were 
stalls selling the bric'a'brac that had turned up when 
Rabbit helped everyone clear out their houses and a Ring 
Toss game made from sticks and rings, and Owl’s platform 
where he would stand to recite poetry and a mysterious 
booth made out of blankets hung over tree branches. 

Have Your Paw Read by Madame Petulengra said 

a sign that was pinned to the outside. 

In the middle of it all sat the cart, full of produce 
that gleamed in the September sunshine. There were 
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haycorns from Piglet, a small pot of honey from 
Pooh, Strengthening Medicine from Tigger, homemade 
crab-apple jam from Rabbit, a whole tray of fairy cakes 
from Kanga, and much, much more. It had all been 
decorated with heather and yellow gorse. 

“Perfect,” said Christopher Robin, looking around the 
glade when preparations were complete. “And now it’s 
time for our picnic,” he added as one of the fairy cakes 
was grabbed from the cart by a baby rabbit. 

The lunch was a fine one, with enough honeycomb 
and haycorns to suggest that perhaps not all the best 

produce had been set aside 
for the Less Fortunate. Then, 
as the sun started its journey 
down the other side of the 
sky, the animals opened 
their fete. 

From the start, Piglet’s Ring Toss stand was popular. 
It became especially busy when some of Rabbit’s 
Friends and Relations decided 
to throw the rings over Piglet 
instead of over the pegs. 

Things only calmed 
down again when 
Tigger got a ring 
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wedged around his head and Christopher Robin had to 
remove it with soapy water. 

The mysterious blanket booth turned out to contain 
Lottie, seated in a rocking chair and wearing a mauve 
turban. If you paid her a small coin and offered her your 
paw to examine, she would tell you either that you would 
cross the water or that you would meet with a handsome 



stranger. If you paid her a large coin, you found out you 
were going to do both at the same time. 

Meanwhile, Eeyore tramped slowly around the glade, 
with a crowd of little rabbits clinging to his back, 
shrieking with laughter. 

Then, when you tired of these wonderful things, 
you could go to Rabbit’s card booth and find yourself 
obliged to lose at various different games. Or you could 
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listen to Owl reciting Uncle Robert’s favourite poem, 
but it was a very long poem and when it came to the 
hard-to-remember bits, Owl flapped his wings a few 
times and said “etcetera,” “and so forth,” “and so on” 
in such a grand way that it was really just as good as 
the poem. Or you could do as Pooh did, and wander 
around from stall to stall, marveling at everything, trying 
all the games, and not doing terribly well at anything, 
except at rolling the penny. 
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And so the celebrations went on all afternoon, until 
Kanga announced that, Harvest Festival or not, it was 
time for Roo to go home to bed. 

“But it won’t be dark for hours,” protested Roo. 
“Now, I’ve told you — ” started Kanga. 



But Pooh wasn’t listening to this. He was looking 
around the glade, for something that wasn’t there. 

“Where is Christopher Robin?” he asked. 

Everybody stopped what they were doing. 

Rabbit looked from side to side, and said, “He isn’t 
here.” 

“I know where he isn’t,” said Pooh, “but there’s still a 
lot of other places he might be.” 

“We must Organdise a Search Party!” squeaked 
Roo excitedly. 
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“No, dear,” said Kanga, “because then we might all 
get lost instead of just Christopher Robin.” 

“He isn’t lost,” said Piglet, sounding as if he wasn’t 
quite sure. “We don’t know where he is, but that isn’t 
the same thing at all. Christopher Robin is just on his 
own somewhere. I wonder if that means he wants to be 
on his own . . . Oh dear.” 

It was then that Owl, whose eyesight was the best, flew 
up above the tallest of the tall oaks. But even with his 
sharp eyes there was no Christopher Robin to be seen. 

Eeyore looked around the remains of the fete and 
sniffed. “Well then,” he said, “if that’s the end of that, 
I’d better be going.” But he did not leave. 

“Roo, dear, it really is time for bed!” said Kanga, her 
voice becoming quite sharp. 

But nobody moved. 

Pooh kept looking at the cart and the pot of honey. 
He was sure he had seen Tigger helping himself to a 
gulp or two of the Strengthening Medicine, and Piglet 
retrieving one or five of the finest haycorns. So he 

thought to himself that there 
was no harm in having 
just a little taste of 
the honey. 
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By the time he was on to his ninth or tenth taste, 
he could hear a faint clunking and clattering sound. 
He looked around at the others, and they were all 
listening too. 

“That sounds like a bicycle,” he said. 

“And if it’s a bicycle,” said Piglet, “there must be 
somebody on it to do the pedaling, and the only one 
who isn’t here is Christopher Robin, and he’s the only 
one with a bicycle.” 

Piglet was quite correct. It was Christopher Robin’s 
bicycle and Christopher Robin was riding it. 

Everyone breathed a sigh of relief when Christopher 
Robin came rattling into the glade on his bicycle. He 
jumped off and leaned it against a tree. 


7^ (J 


< 1 ( 
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“Sorry I left the party, but I wanted to fetch you a 
little surprise,” he explained. 

From his bicycle basket, he took some large objects 
that were carefully wrapped in old jerseys. They turned 
out to be the gramophone and a box of records. The 
animals watched as he unwrapped them and set them 
down on the grass. 

“I thought we could finish the day with some 
dancing,” he said cheerfully. “Then I will take your 
generous presents to the Less Fortunate.” 

Christopher Robin glanced into the cart, and then 
peered inside more closely. 

“Or maybe I won’t,” he added. Then he leant over the 
gramophone to wind the handle, and finished quietly, 
“Anyway, I’m leaving this here for you.” 

Then the loudest, jumpiest, most harmonious and 
tumultuous music came tumbling out of the gramophone 
horn — and nobody could stay still. 

Shake your feathers 
Move your feet about 
For I’m sweet about you. 

Feel the beat because 
I’m incomplete because 
I am lost without you. 
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They danced a proper Hundred Acre Wood dance 
this time. At first it owed something to Lottie’s dancing 
class, but then it became wilder, with much leaping up 
into the air. Tigger and Kanga vied to see who could 
jump highest — the results were pretty even — and Roo 
and Piglet vied to see who could crouch down lowest 
— they were both beaten by Henry 
Rush, who hurried into a clump of 
heather immediately afterwards, for 
fear of being trodden on. And even 
Eeyore danced, a dance all his own, 
with flying hooves and mane and loud 
braying and his tail going here, there, and everywhere. 

After “Shake Your Feathers,” they played “The Bam 
Bam Bammy Shore” and “Yes, We Have No Bananas” 
and “My Grandfather’s Clock.” And while “The Bam 
Bam Bammy Shore” was playing for the second time, 
Christopher Robin stopped dancing, and rolled up the 
jerseys, and put them in the basket of his bicycle. 

Pooh, who was by now rather tired, left the dance as 
well. He padded over to see what Christopher Robin 
was doing, although he thought he could guess. 

“Ah,” said Pooh solemnly, because this was one of 
those moments when you had to say something, even 
though nothing was quite right for the occasion. 
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“Well then, Pooh,” said Christopher Robin, leaning 
his bicycle back against the tree. 

“So . . 

He stopped to give Pooh a hug. 

It was a bit awkward, because 
Christopher Robin was quite tall 
these days, but Pooh hugged him 
back as best he could. 

Over Pooh’s head, Christopher 
Robin finished, “I’ll be away 
for a while again, but I 
know you’ll look after 
the Forest.” 

“I’ll try,” said Pooh. Really, he wasn’t sure what 
Looking After the Forest might involve. But if Chris- 
topher Robin thought he could do it, that meant that 
he could. 

Christopher Robin let go and gave Pooh a nod. He 
got on his bicycle and pedaled swiftly away, turning just 
once to give a last wave and a smile before he was lost 
among the trees. 

^ ^ ^ 

Later, after Owl and Rabbit had had an argument 
over who would look after the gramophone and the 
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records, and Lottie and Eeyore had solved the argument 
by carrying off the whole lot between them, Pooh and 
Piglet walked home through the moonlit wood. 

“I wonder why things have to change,” murmured 
Piglet. 

Pooh thought for a while, then said, “It gives them a 
chance to get better. Like when the bees went away and 
came 


“I suppose so,” said Piglet, a bit hesitantly. Then he 
cheered up. “It’s been a good summer, really. Do you 
remember that six I hit to win the cricket match?” 

“I do,” said Pooh, a bit less cheerfully than Piglet, as 
he also remembered being hit on the nose by the cricket 
ball. And he remembered Piglet going down the well, 
and the Census, and the Academy, and the produce, and 
the gramophone. It all seemed mixed up with the fluff 
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in his head, but at the same time it was so special that 
it deserved a hum. So he sat down on a log and made 
one up. 



Christopher Robin has gone away. 

He would not stay, no, he would not stay. 
When will we see him? Will he be back? 
Did he even have time to pack? 






He left his music, but took his machine, 
The best and the bluest we’d ever seen. 
He left us all wondering: Gone for good? 
No! He’ll be back to our lovely wood. 

One day perhaps when the sun is high, 
Out of the blue we will hear him cry: 
“Piglet and Eeyore, Rabbit and Pooh, 
I’m back again to spend time with you.” 




“I’ve singed it, but I haven’t signed it,” said Pooh, 
“because I can’t write.” 

“Doesn’t matter,” said Piglet. “I was worried you 
weren’t going to put me in like you always used to. But 
then at the end you did.” 

“You don’t rhyme with very much,” said Pooh. 

“Are there many rhymes for Christopher Robin?” 
wondered Piglet. 
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“I don’t think so. Not good ones.” 

“We could go and ask him tomorrow.” 

Then they remembered that Christopher Robin 
wouldn’t be there tomorrow, or the next day. 

So off they went, together. And if you pass by the 
Hundred Acre Wood on an early autumn evening, you 
might see them, arm in arm, strolling contentedly under 
the trees, until they are swallowed up by the mist. 
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